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				To

				the King.

			
			May it please your Majesty,

			After hav­ing as­pired to the highest and most laud­able am­bi­tion, that of fol­low­ing the cause of liberty, I should not have humbly pe­ti­tioned your Majesty for a dir­ec­tion of the theatre, had I not be­lieved suc­cess in that province an hap­pi­ness much to be wished by an hon­est man, and highly con­du­cing to the prosper­ity of the com­mon­wealth. It is in this view I lay be­fore your Majesty a Com­edy which the audi­ence, in justice to them­selves, has sup­por­ted and en­cour­aged, and is the pre­lude of what, by your Majesty’s in­flu­ence and fa­vour, may be at­temp­ted in fu­ture rep­res­ent­a­tions.

			The im­per­i­al mantle, the roy­al vest­ment, and the shin­ing dia­dem are what strike or­din­ary minds; but your Majesty’s nat­ive good­ness, your pas­sion for justice, and her con­stant as­sessor mercy, is what con­tinu­ally sur­rounds you in the view of in­tel­li­gent spir­its, and gives hope to the sup­pli­ant, who sees he has more than suc­ceeded in giv­ing your Majesty an op­por­tun­ity of do­ing good. Our King is above the great­ness of roy­alty, and every act of his will which makes an­oth­er man happy has ten times more charms in it than one that makes him­self ap­pear raised above the con­di­tion of oth­ers. But even this car­ries un­hap­pi­ness with it; for calm domin­ion, equal grandeur, and fa­mil­i­ar great­ness do not eas­ily af­fect the ima­gin­a­tion of the vul­gar, who can­not see power but in ter­ror; and as fear moves mean spir­its, and love prompts great ones to obey, the in­sinu­ations of mal­con­tents are dir­ec­ted ac­cord­ingly; and the un­happy people are en­snared, from want of re­flec­tion, in­to dis­respect­ful ideas of their gra­cious and ami­able sov­er­eign, and then only be­gin to ap­pre­hend the great­ness of their mas­ter when they have in­curred his dis­pleas­ure.

			As your Majesty was in­vited to the throne of a will­ing people, for their own sakes, and has ever en­joyed it with con­tempt of the os­ten­ta­tion of it, we be­seech you to pro­tect us who revere your title as we love your per­son. ’Tis to be a sav­age to be a rebel, and they who have fallen from you have not so much for­feited their al­le­gi­ance as lost their hu­man­ity. And, there­fore, if it were only to pre­serve my­self from the im­puta­tion of be­ing amongst the in­sens­ible and aban­doned, I would beg per­mis­sion in the most pub­lic man­ner pos­sible to pro­fess my­self, with the ut­most sin­cer­ity and zeal,

			
				Sire,

				Your Majesty’s

				Most de­voted sub­ject

				And ser­vant,

				Richard Steele.

			
		
	
		
			The Preface1

			This Com­edy has been re­ceived with uni­ver­sal ac­cept­ance, for it was in every part ex­cel­lently per­formed; and there needs no oth­er ap­plause of the act­ors but that they ex­celled ac­cord­ing to the dig­nity and dif­fi­culty of the char­ac­ter they rep­res­en­ted. But this great fa­vour done to the work in act­ing renders the ex­pect­a­tion still the great­er from the au­thor, to keep up the spir­it in the rep­res­ent­a­tion of the closet, or any oth­er cir­cum­stance of the read­er, wheth­er alone or in com­pany; to which I can only say that it must be re­membered, a play is to be seen, and is made to be rep­res­en­ted with the ad­vant­age of ac­tion, nor can ap­pear but with half the spir­it without it. For the greatest ef­fect of a play in read­ing is to ex­cite the read­er to go to see it; and when he does so, it is then a play has the ef­fect of ex­ample and pre­cept.

			The chief design of this was to be an in­no­cent per­form­ance, and the audi­ence have abund­antly shown how ready they are to sup­port what is vis­ibly in­ten­ded that way. Nor do I make any dif­fi­culty to ac­know­ledge that the whole was writ for the sake of the scene of the Fourth Act, wherein Mr. Bevil evades the quar­rel with his friend, and2 hope it may have some ef­fect upon the Goths and Van­dals that fre­quent the theatres, or a more po­lite audi­ence may sup­ply their ab­sence.

			But this in­cid­ent, and the case of the fath­er and daugh­ter, are es­teemed by some people no sub­jects of com­edy; but I can­not be of their mind, for any­thing that has its found­a­tion in hap­pi­ness and suc­cess must be al­lowed to be the ob­ject of com­edy; and sure it must be an im­prove­ment of it to in­tro­duce a joy too ex­quis­ite for laughter, that can have no spring but in de­light, which is the case of this young lady. I must, there­fore, con­tend that the tears which were shed on that oc­ca­sion flowed from reas­on and good sense, and that men ought not to be laughed at for weep­ing till we are come to a more clear no­tion of what is to be im­puted to the hard­ness of the head and the soft­ness of the heart; and I think it was very po­litely said of Mr. Wilks, to one who told him there was a Gen­er­al3 weep­ing for In­di­ana, “I’ll war­rant he’ll fight ne’er the worse for that.” To be apt to give way to the im­pres­sions of hu­man­ity, is the ex­cel­lence of a right dis­pos­i­tion and the nat­ur­al work­ing of a well-turned spir­it. But as I have suffered by crit­ics who have got no farther than to in­quire wheth­er they ought to be pleased or not,4 I would will­ingly find them proper­er mat­ter for their em­ploy­ment, and re­vive here a song which was omit­ted for want of a per­former, and de­signed for the en­ter­tain­ment of In­di­ana. Si­gnor Car­bon­elli,5 in­stead of it, played6 on the fiddle, and it is for want of a sing­er that such ad­vant­age­ous things are said of an in­stru­ment which were de­signed for a voice. The song is the dis­tress of a love­sick maid, and may be a fit en­ter­tain­ment for some small crit­ics7 to ex­am­ine wheth­er the pas­sion is just or the dis­tress male or fe­male.

			
				
					I

				
				
					From place to place for­lorn I go,
					

					With down­cast eyes a si­lent shade,
					

					For­bid­den to de­clare my woe;
					

					To speak till spoken to, afraid.
				

			

			
				
					II

				
				
					My in­ward pangs, my secret grief,
					

					My soft con­sent­ing looks be­tray.
					

					He loves, but gives me no re­lief;
					

					Why speaks not he who may?
				

			

			It re­mains to say a word con­cern­ing Ter­ence, and I am ex­tremely sur­prised to find what Mr. Cib­ber told me prove a truth:8 that what I val­ued my­self so much upon—the trans­la­tion of him9—should be im­puted to me as a re­proach. Mr. Cib­ber’s zeal for the work, his care and ap­plic­a­tion in in­struct­ing the act­ors and al­ter­ing the dis­pos­i­tion of the scenes, when I was, through sick­ness, un­able to cul­tiv­ate such things my­self, has been a very ob­li­ging fa­vour and friend­ship to me. For this reas­on I was very hardly per­suaded10 to throw away Ter­ence’s cel­eb­rated fu­ner­al, and take only the bare au­thor­ity of the young man’s char­ac­ter; and how I have worked it in­to an Eng­lish­man, and made use of the same cir­cum­stances of dis­cov­er­ing a daugh­ter when we least hoped for one, is humbly sub­mit­ted to the learned read­er.

		
	
		
			
				“Il­lud genus nar­ra­tionis, quod in per­sonis pos­itum est, de­b­et habere ser­mones fest­iv­it­atem, an­imor­um dis­simil­it­ud­inem, grav­it­atem, len­it­atem, spem, metum, sus­pi­cionem, de­sid­eri­um, dis­sim­u­lationem, miseri­cor­diam, re­rum vari­et­ates, for­tu­nae com­mut­ationem, in­sper­at­um in­com­mod­um, subit­am leti­tiam, jucun­dum ex­itum re­rum.”11

				Cicero, Rhet­or. ad Her­enn. Lib. i.
			

		
	
		
			The Conscious Lovers

		
	
		
			Dramatis Personae

			
					
					Sir John Bevil.

				

					
					Mr. Sea­l­and.

				

					
					Bevil, Jr., in love with In­di­ana.

				

					
					Myrtle, in love with Lucinda.

				

					
					Cim­ber­ton, a Cox­comb.

				

					
					Humphry, an old Ser­vant to Sir John.

				

					
					Tom, Ser­vant to Bevil, Jr.

				

					
					Daniel, a Coun­try Boy, Ser­vant to In­di­ana.

				

			

			
					
					Mrs. Sea­l­and, second Wife to Sea­l­and.

				

					
					Isa­bella, Sis­ter to Sea­l­and.

				

					
					In­di­ana, Sea­l­and’s Daugh­ter, by his first Wife.

				

					
					Lucinda, Sea­l­and’s Daugh­ter, by his second Wife.

				

					
					Phil­lis, Maid to Lucinda.

				

			

			Scene—Lon­don.

		
	
		
			
				Prologue

				By Mr. Welsted.12

				Spoken by Mr. Wilks.

			
			
				To win your hearts and to se­cure your praise,
				

				The com­ic writers strive by vari­ous ways;
				

				By subtle stratagems they act their game,
				

				And leave un­tried no av­en­ue to fame.
				

				One writes the spouse a beat­ing from his wife,
				

				And says each stroke was copied from the life.
				

				Some fix all wit and hu­mour in grim­ace,
				

				And make a live­li­hood of Pin­key’s13 face.
				

				Here, one gay show and costly habits tries,
				

				Con­fid­ing to the judg­ment of your eyes;
				

				An­oth­er smuts his scene (a cun­ning shaver),
				

				Sure of the rakes’ and of the wenches’ fa­vour.
				

				Oft have these arts pre­vailed, and one may guess,
				

				If prac­tised o’er again, would find suc­cess.
				

				But the bold sage—the poet of to­night—
				

				By new and des­per­ate rules re­solved to write;
				

				Fain would he give more just ap­plauses rise,
				

				And please by wit that scorns the aids of vice;
				

				The praise he seeks from wor­thi­er motives springs,
				

				Such praise as praise to those that give it brings.
			

			
				Your aid most humbly sought, then, Bri­tons lend,
				

				And lib­er­al mirth like lib­er­al men de­fend.
				

				No more let rib­aldry, with li­cence writ,
				

				Usurp the name of elo­quence or wit;
				

				No more let law­less farce un­cen­sured go,
				

				The lewd dull glean­ings of a Smith­field show.14
				

				’Tis yours with breed­ing to re­fine the age,
				

				To chasten wit, and mor­al­ise the stage.
			

			
				Ye mod­est, wise and good, ye fair, ye brave,
				

				To­night the cham­pi­on of your vir­tues save;
				

				Re­deem from long con­tempt the com­ic name,
				

				And judge po­litely for your coun­try’s fame.
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				Scene I. Sir John Bevil’s House.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir John Bevil and Humphry.
							
						

						
								John Bevil
								Have you ordered that I should not be in­ter­rup­ted while I am dress­ing?
						

						
								Humphry
								Yes, sir; I be­lieved you had some­thing of mo­ment to say to me.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Let me see, Humphry; I think it is now full forty years since I first took thee to be about my­self.
						

						
								Humphry
								I thank you, sir, it has been an easy forty years; and I have passed ’em without much sick­ness, care, or la­bour.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Thou hast a brave con­sti­tu­tion; you are a year or two older than I am, sir­rah.
						

						
								Humphry
								You have ever been of that mind, sir.
						

						
								John Bevil
								You knave, you know it; I took thee for thy grav­ity and sobri­ety, in my wild years.
						

						
								Humphry
								Ah, sir! our man­ners were formed from our dif­fer­ent for­tunes, not our dif­fer­ent age. Wealth gave a loose to your youth, and poverty put a re­straint upon mine.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Well, Humphry, you know I have been a kind mas­ter to you; I have used you, for the in­genu­ous nature I ob­served in you from the be­gin­ning, more like an humble friend than a ser­vant.
						

						
								Humphry
								I humbly beg you’ll be so tender of me as to ex­plain your com­mands, sir, without any farther pre­par­a­tion.
						

						
								John Bevil
								I’ll tell thee, then: In the first place, this wed­ding of my son’s in all prob­ab­il­ity—shut the door—will nev­er be at all.
						

						
								Humphry
								How, sir! not be at all? for what reas­on is it car­ried on in ap­pear­ance?
						

						
								John Bevil
								Hon­est Humphry, have pa­tience; and I’ll tell thee all in or­der. I have, my­self, in some part of my life, lived (in­deed) with free­dom, but, I hope, without re­proach. Now, I thought liberty would be as little in­jur­i­ous to my son; there­fore, as soon as he grew to­wards man, I in­dulged him in liv­ing after his own man­ner. I knew not how, oth­er­wise, to judge of his in­clin­a­tion; for what can be con­cluded from a be­ha­viour un­der re­straint and fear?15 But what charms me above all ex­pres­sion is, that my son has nev­er, in the least ac­tion, the most dis­tant hint or word, val­ued him­self upon that great es­tate of his moth­er’s, which, ac­cord­ing to our mar­riage set­tle­ment, he has had ever since he came to age.
						

						
								Humphry
								No, sir; on the con­trary, he seems afraid of ap­pear­ing to en­joy it, be­fore you or any be­long­ing to you. He is as de­pend­ent and resigned to your will as if he had not a farth­ing but what must come from your im­me­di­ate bounty. You have ever ac­ted like a good and gen­er­ous fath­er, and he like an obed­i­ent and grate­ful son.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Nay, his car­riage is so easy to all with whom he con­verses, that he is nev­er as­sum­ing, nev­er prefers him­self to oth­ers, nor ever is guilty of that rough sin­cer­ity which a man is not called to, and cer­tainly dis­ob­liges most of his ac­quaint­ance; to be short, Humphry, his repu­ta­tion was so fair in the world, that old Sea­l­and, the great In­dia mer­chant, has offered his only daugh­ter, and sole heir­ess to that vast es­tate of his, as a wife for him. You may be sure I made no dif­fi­culties, the match was agreed on, and this very day named for the wed­ding.
						

						
								Humphry
								What hinders the pro­ceed­ing?
						

						
								John Bevil
								Don’t in­ter­rupt me. You know I was last Thursday at the mas­quer­ade; my son, you may re­mem­ber, soon found us out. He knew his grand­fath­er’s habit, which I then wore; and though it was the mode, in the last age, yet the masquers, you know, fol­lowed us as if we had been the most mon­strous fig­ures in that whole as­sembly.
						

						
								Humphry
								I re­mem­ber, in­deed, a young man of qual­ity in the habit of a clown, that was par­tic­u­larly trouble­some.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Right; he was too much what he seemed to be. You re­mem­ber how im­per­tin­ently he fol­lowed and teased us, and would know who we were.
						

						
								Humphry
								I know he has a mind to come in­to that par­tic­u­lar. Aside.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Ay, he fol­lowed us till the gen­tle­man who led the lady in the In­di­an mantle presen­ted that gay creature to the rus­tic, and bid him (like Cymon in the fable) grow po­lite by fall­ing in love, and let that worthy old gen­tle­man alone, mean­ing me. The clown was not re­formed, but rudely per­sisted, and offered to force off my mask; with that, the gen­tle­man, throw­ing off his own, ap­peared to be my son, and in his con­cern for me, tore off that of the no­ble­man; at this they seized each oth­er; the com­pany called the guards, and in the sur­prise the lady swooned away; upon which my son quit­ted his ad­versary, and had now no care but of the lady. When rais­ing her in his arms, “Art thou gone,” cried he, “forever?—for­bid it, Heav­en!” She re­vived at his known voice, and with the most fa­mil­i­ar, though mod­est, ges­ture, hangs in safety over his shoulder weep­ing, but wept as in the arms of one be­fore whom she could give her­self a loose, were she not un­der ob­ser­va­tion; while she hides her face in his neck, he care­fully con­veys her from the com­pany.
						

						
								Humphry
								I have ob­served this ac­ci­dent has dwelt upon you very strongly.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Her un­com­mon air, her noble mod­esty, the dig­nity of her per­son, and the oc­ca­sion it­self, drew the whole as­sembly to­geth­er; and I soon heard it buzzed about she was the ad­op­ted daugh­ter of a fam­ous sea-of­ficer who had served in France. Now this un­ex­pec­ted and pub­lic dis­cov­ery of my son’s so deep con­cern for her—
						

						
								Humphry
								Was what, I sup­pose, alarmed Mr. Sea­l­and, in be­half of his daugh­ter, to break off the match?
						

						
								John Bevil
								You are right. He came to me yes­ter­day and said he thought him­self dis­en­gaged from the bar­gain; be­ing cred­ibly in­formed my son was already mar­ried, or worse, to the lady at the mas­quer­ade. I pal­li­ated mat­ters, and in­sisted on our agree­ment; but we par­ted with little less than a dir­ect breach between us.16
						

						
								Humphry
								Well, sir; and what no­tice have you taken of all this to my young mas­ter?
						

						
								John Bevil
								That’s what I wanted to de­bate with you. I have said noth­ing to him yet—but look you, Humphry, if there is so much in this amour of his, that he denies upon my sum­mons to marry, I have cause enough to be of­fen­ded; and then by my in­sist­ing upon his mar­ry­ing today, I shall know how far he is en­gaged to this lady in mas­quer­ade, and from thence only shall be able to take my meas­ures. In the mean­time I would have you find out how far that rogue, his man, is let in­to his secret. He, I know, will play tricks as much to cross me, as to serve his mas­ter.
						

						
								Humphry
								Why do you think so of him, sir? I be­lieve he is no worse than I was for you, at your son’s age.
						

						
								John Bevil
								I see it in the ras­cal’s looks. But I have dwelt on these things too long; I’ll go to my son im­me­di­ately, and while I’m gone, your part is to con­vince his rogue, Tom, that I am in earn­est.—I’ll leave him to you.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Sir John Bevil.
							
						

						
								Humphry
								Well, though this fath­er and son live as well to­geth­er as pos­sible, yet their fear of giv­ing each oth­er pain is at­ten­ded with con­stant mu­tu­al un­eas­i­ness. I’m sure I have enough to do to be hon­est, and yet keep well with them both. But they know I love ’em, and that makes the task less pain­ful how­ever. Oh, here’s the prince of poor cox­combs, the rep­res­ent­at­ive of all the bet­ter fed than taught. Ho! ho! Tom, whith­er so gay and so airy this morn­ing?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tom, singing.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Sir, we ser­vants of single gen­tle­men are an­oth­er kind of people than you do­mest­ic or­din­ary drudges that do busi­ness; we are raised above you. The pleas­ures of board-wages, tav­ern din­ners, and many a clear gain; vails, alas! you nev­er heard or dreamt of.
						

						
								Humphry
								Thou hast fol­lies and vices enough for a man of ten thou­sand a year, though ’tis but as t’oth­er day that I sent for you to town to put you in­to Mr. Sea­l­and’s fam­ily, that you might learn a little be­fore I put you to my young mas­ter, who is too gentle for train­ing such a rude thing as you were in­to prop­er obed­i­ence. You then pulled off your hat to every­one you met in the street, like a bash­ful great awk­ward cub as you were. But your great oaken cudgel, when you were a booby, be­came you much bet­ter than that dangling stick at your but­ton, now you are a fop. That’s fit for noth­ing, ex­cept it hangs there to be ready for your mas­ter’s hand when you are im­per­tin­ent.
						

						
								Tom
								Uncle Humphry, you know my mas­ter scorns to strike his ser­vants. You talk as if the world was now just as it was when my old mas­ter and you were in your youth; when you went to din­ner be­cause it was so much o’clock, when the great blow was giv­en in the hall at the pantry door, and all the fam­ily came out of their holes in such strange dresses and form­al faces as you see in the pic­tures in our long gal­lery in the coun­try.
						

						
								Humphry
								Why, you wild rogue!
						

						
								Tom
								You could not fall to your din­ner till a form­al fel­low in a black gown said some­thing over the meat, as if the cook had not made it ready enough.
						

						
								Humphry
								Sir­rah, who do you prate after? Des­pising men of sac­red char­ac­ters! I hope you nev­er heard my good young mas­ter talk so like a prof­lig­ate.
						

						
								Tom
								Sir, I say you put upon me, when I first came to town, about be­ing or­derly, and the doc­trine of wear­ing shams to make lin­en last clean a fort­night, keep­ing my clothes fresh, and wear­ing a frock with­in doors.
						

						
								Humphry
								Sir­rah, I gave you those les­sons be­cause I sup­posed at that time your mas­ter and you might have dined at home every day, and cost you noth­ing; then you might have made a good fam­ily ser­vant. But the gang you have fre­quen­ted since at chocol­ate houses and tav­erns, in a con­tinu­al round of noise and ex­tra­vag­ance—
						

						
								Tom
								I don’t know what you heavy in­mates call noise and ex­tra­vag­ance; but we gen­tle­men, who are well fed, and cut a fig­ure, sir, think it a fine life, and that we must be very pretty fel­lows who are kept only to be looked at.
						

						
								Humphry
								Very well, sir, I hope the fash­ion of be­ing lewd and ex­tra­vag­ant, des­pising of de­cency and or­der, is al­most at an end, since it has ar­rived at per­sons of your qual­ity.
						

						
								Tom
								Mas­ter Humphry, ha! ha! you were an un­happy lad to be sent up to town in such queer days as you were. Why, now, sir, the lack­eys are the men of pleas­ure of the age, the top gamesters; and many a laced coat about town have had their edu­ca­tion in our parti-col­oured re­gi­ment. We are false lov­ers; have a taste of mu­sic, po­etry, bil­let-doux, dress, polit­ics; ru­in dam­sels; and when we are tired of this lewd town, and have a mind to take up, whip in­to our mas­ters’ wigs and lin­en, and marry for­tunes.
						

						
								Humphry
								Hey-day!
						

						
								Tom
								Nay, sir, our or­der is car­ried up to the highest dig­nit­ies and dis­tinc­tions; step but in­to the Painted Cham­ber,17 and by our titles you’d take us all for men of qual­ity. Then, again, come down to the Court of Re­quests, and you see us all lay­ing our broken heads to­geth­er for the good of the na­tion; and though we nev­er carry a ques­tion nemine con­tra­dicente, yet this I can say, with a safe con­science (and I wish every gen­tle­man of our cloth could lay his hand upon his heart and say the same), that I nev­er took so much as a single mug of beer for my vote in all my life.
						

						
								Humphry
								Sir­rah, there is no en­dur­ing your ex­tra­vag­ance; I’ll hear you prate no longer. I wanted to see you to en­quire how things go with your mas­ter, as far as you un­der­stand them; I sup­pose he knows he is to be mar­ried today.
						

						
								Tom
								Ay, sir, he knows it, and is dressed as gay as the sun; but, between you and I, my dear, he has a very heavy heart un­der all that gaiety. As soon as he was dressed I re­tired, but over­heard him sigh in the most heavy man­ner. He walked thought­fully to and fro in the room, then went in­to his closet; when he came out he gave me this for his mis­tress, whose maid, you know—
						

						
								Humphry
								Is pas­sion­ately fond of your fine per­son.
						

						
								Tom
								The poor fool is so tender, and loves to hear me talk of the world, and the plays, op­er­as, and ridot­tos18 for the winter, the parks and Bels­ize19 for our sum­mer di­ver­sions; and “Lard!” says she, “you are so wild, but you have a world of hu­mour.”
						

						
								Humphry
								Cox­comb! Well, but why don’t you run with your mas­ter’s let­ter to Mrs. Lucinda, as he ordered you?
						

						
								Tom
								Be­cause Mrs. Lucinda is not so eas­ily come at as you think for.
						

						
								Humphry
								Not eas­ily come at? Why, sir­rah, are not her fath­er and my old mas­ter agreed that she and Mr. Bevil are to be one flesh be­fore to­mor­row morn­ing?
						

						
								Tom
								It’s no mat­ter for that; her moth­er, it seems, Mrs. Sea­l­and, has not agreed to it; and you must know, Mr. Humphry, that in that fam­ily the grey mare is the bet­ter horse.
						

						
								Humphry
								What dost thou mean?
						

						
								Tom
								In one word, Mrs. Sea­l­and pre­tends to have a will of her own, and has provided a re­la­tion of hers, a stiff, starched philo­soph­er, and a wise fool, for her daugh­ter; for which reas­on, for these ten days past, she has suffered no mes­sage nor let­ter from my mas­ter to come near her.
						

						
								Humphry
								And where had you this in­tel­li­gence?
						

						
								Tom
								From a fool­ish fond soul that can keep noth­ing from me; one that will de­liv­er this let­ter too, if she is rightly man­aged.
						

						
								Humphry
								What! her pretty hand­maid, Mrs. Phil­lis?
						

						
								Tom
								Even she, sir; this is the very hour, you know, she usu­ally comes hith­er, un­der a pre­tence of a vis­it to your house­keep­er, for­sooth, but in real­ity to have a glance at—
						

						
								Humphry
								Your sweet face, I war­rant you.
						

						
								Tom
								Noth­ing else in nature; you must know, I love to fret and play with the little wan­ton.
						

						
								Humphry
								Play with the little wan­ton! What will this world come to!
						

						
								Tom
								I met her this morn­ing in a new manteau and pet­ti­coat, not a bit the worse for her lady’s wear­ing; and she has al­ways new thoughts and new airs with new clothes—then she nev­er fails to steal some glance or ges­ture from every vis­it­ant at their house; and is, in­deed, the whole town of coquets at second­hand. But here she comes; in one mo­tion she speaks and de­scribes her­self bet­ter than all the words in the world can.
						

						
								Humphry
								Then I hope, dear sir, when your own af­fair is over, you will be so good as to mind your mas­ter’s with her.
						

						
								Tom
								Dear Humphry, you know my mas­ter is my friend, and those are people I nev­er for­get.
						

						
								Humphry
								Sau­ci­ness it­self! but I’ll leave you to do your best for him.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Phil­lis.20
							
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Oh, Mr. Thomas, is Mrs. Sug­ar-key at home? Lard, one is al­most ashamed to pass along the streets! The town is quite empty, and nobody of fash­ion left in it; and the or­din­ary people do so stare to see any­thing, dressed like a wo­man of con­di­tion, as it were on the same floor with them, pass by. Alas! alas! it is a sad thing to walk. O for­tune! for­tune!
						

						
								Tom
								What! a sad thing to walk? Why, Madam Phil­lis, do you wish your­self lame?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								No, Mr. Tom, but I wish I were gen­er­ally car­ried in a coach or chair, and of a for­tune neither to stand nor go, but to tot­ter, or slide, to be short­sighted, or stare, to fleer in the face, to look dis­tant, to ob­serve, to over­look, yet all be­come me; and, if I was rich, I could twire21 and loll as well as the best of them. Oh, Tom! Tom! is it not a pity that you should be so great a cox­comb, and I so great a coquet, and yet be such poor dev­ils as we are?
						

						
								Tom
								Mrs. Phil­lis, I am your humble ser­vant for that—
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Yes, Mr. Thomas, I know how much you are my humble ser­vant, and know what you said to Mrs. Judy, upon see­ing her in one of her lady’s cast manteaus: That any­one would have thought her the lady, and that she had ordered the oth­er to wear it till it sat easy; for now only it was be­com­ing. To my lady it was only a cov­er­ing, to Mrs. Judy it was a habit. This you said, after some­body or oth­er. Oh, Tom! Tom! thou art as false and as base as the best gen­tle­man of them all; but, you wretch, talk to me no more on the old odi­ous sub­ject—don’t, I say.
						

						
								Tom
								I know not how to res­ist your com­mands, madam. In a sub­missive tone, re­tir­ing.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Com­mands about part­ing are grown mighty easy to you of late.
						

						
								Tom
								Oh, I have her; I have nettled and put her in­to the right tem­per to be wrought upon and set a-prat­ing. Aside.—Why, truly, to be plain with you, Mrs. Phil­lis, I can take little com­fort of late in fre­quent­ing your house.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Pray, Mr. Thomas, what is it all of a sud­den of­fends your nicety at our house?
						

						
								Tom
								I don’t care to speak par­tic­u­lars, but I dis­like the whole.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I thank you, sir, I am a part of that whole.
						

						
								Tom
								Mis­take me not, good Phil­lis.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Good Phil­lis! Saucy enough. But how­ever—
						

						
								Tom
								I say, it is that thou art a part, which gives me pain for the dis­pos­i­tion of the whole. You must know, madam, to be ser­i­ous, I am a man, at the bot­tom, of prodi­gious nice hon­our. You are too much ex­posed to com­pany at your house. To be plain, I don’t like so many, that would be your mis­tress’s lov­ers, whis­per­ing to you.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Don’t think to put that upon me. You say this, be­cause I wrung you to the heart when I touched your guilty con­science about Judy.
						

						
								Tom
								Ah, Phil­lis! Phil­lis! if you but knew my heart!
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I know too much on’t.
						

						
								Tom
								Nay, then, poor Crispo’s22 fate and mine are one. There­fore give me leave to say, or sing at least, as he does upon the same oc­ca­sion—“Se vedette,” etc. Sings.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								What, do you think I’m to be fobbed off with a song? I don’t ques­tion but you have sung the same to Mrs. Judy too.
						

						
								Tom
								Don’t dis­par­age your charms, good Phil­lis, with jeal­ousy of so worth­less an ob­ject; be­sides, she is a poor hussy, and if you doubt the sin­cer­ity of my love, you will al­low me true to my in­terest. You are a for­tune, Phil­lis.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								What would the fop be at now? In good time, in­deed, you shall be set­ting up for a for­tune!
						

						
								Tom
								Dear Mrs. Phil­lis, you have such a spir­it that we shall nev­er be dull in mar­riage when we come to­geth­er. But I tell you, you are a for­tune, and you have an es­tate in my hands. He pulls out a purse, she eyes it.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								What pre­tence have I to what is in your hands, Mr. Tom?
						

						
								Tom
								As thus: there are hours, you know, when a lady is neither pleased or dis­pleased; neither sick or well; when she lolls or loiters; when she’s without de­sires—from hav­ing more of everything than she knows what to do with.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Well, what then?
						

						
								Tom
								When she has not life enough to keep her bright eyes quite open, to look at her own dear im­age in the glass.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Ex­plain thy­self, and don’t be so fond of thy own prat­ing.
						

						
								Tom
								There are also pros­per­ous and good-natured mo­ments: as when a knot or a patch is hap­pily fixed; when the com­plex­ion par­tic­u­larly flour­ishes.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Well, what then? I have not pa­tience!
						

						
								Tom
								Why, then—or on the like oc­ca­sions—we ser­vants who have skill to know how to time busi­ness, see when such a pretty fol­ded thing as this shows a let­ter may be presen­ted, laid, or dropped, as best suits the present hu­mour. And, madam, be­cause it is a long wear­i­some jour­ney to run through all the sev­er­al stages of a lady’s tem­per, my mas­ter, who is the most reas­on­able man in the world, presents you this to bear your charges on the road. Gives her the purse.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Now you think me a cor­rupt hussy.
						

						
								Tom
								O fie, I only think you’ll take the let­ter.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Nay, I know you do, but I know my own in­no­cence; I take it for my mis­tress’s sake.
						

						
								Tom
								I know it, my pretty one, I know it.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Yes, I say I do it, be­cause I would not have my mis­tress de­luded by one who gives no proof of his pas­sion; but I’ll talk more of tips as you see me on my way home. No, Tom, I as­sure thee, I take this trash of thy mas­ter’s, not for the value of the thing, but as it con­vinces me he has a true re­spect for my mis­tress. I re­mem­ber a verse to the pur­pose—
						

						
								
								
								
									
										They may be false who lan­guish and com­plain,
										

										But they who part with money nev­er feign.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene II. Bevil Jr.’s Lodgings.

				
					
						
								
								
								Bevil Jr., read­ing.
							
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								These mor­al writers prac­tise vir­tue after death. This charm­ing vis­ion of Mirza!23 Such an au­thor con­sul­ted in a morn­ing sets the spir­it for the vi­cis­situdes of the day bet­ter than the glass does a man’s per­son. But what a day have I to go through! to put on an easy look with an aching heart! If this lady my fath­er urges me to marry should not re­fuse me, my di­lemma is in­sup­port­able. But why should I fear it? Is not she in equal dis­tress with me? Has not the let­ter I have sent her this morn­ing con­fessed my in­clin­a­tion to an­oth­er? Nay, have I not mor­al as­sur­ances of her en­gage­ments, too, to my friend Myrtle? It’s im­possible but she must give in to it; for, sure, to be denied is a fa­vour any man may pre­tend to. It must be so—Well, then, with the as­sur­ance of be­ing re­jec­ted, I think I may con­fid­ently say to my fath­er, I am ready to marry her. Then let me re­solve upon, what I am not very good at, though it is an hon­est dis­sim­u­la­tion.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tom.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Sir John Bevil, sir, is in the next room.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Dunce! Why did not you bring him in?
						

						
								Tom
								I told him, sir, you were in your closet.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I thought you had known, sir, it was my duty to see my fath­er any­where. Go­ing him­self to the door.
						

						
								Tom
								The dev­il’s in my mas­ter! he has al­ways more wit than I have. Aside.
						

						
								
								
								Bevil Jr., in­tro­du­cing Sir John.
							
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Sir, you are the most gal­lant, the most com­plais­ant of all par­ents. Sure, ’tis not a com­pli­ment to say these lodgings are yours. Why would you not walk in, sir?
						

						
								John Bevil
								I was loth to in­ter­rupt you un­season­ably on your wed­ding-day.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								One to whom I am be­hold­en for my birth­day might have used less ce­re­mony.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Well, son, I have in­tel­li­gence you have writ to your mis­tress this morn­ing. It would please my curi­os­ity to know the con­tents of a wed­ding-day let­ter; for court­ship must then be over.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I as­sure you, sir, there was no in­solence in it upon the pro­spect of such a vast for­tune’s be­ing ad­ded to our fam­ily; but much ac­know­ledg­ment of the lady’s great­er desert.
						

						
								John Bevil
								But, dear Jack, are you in earn­est in all this? And will you really marry her?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Did I ever dis­obey any com­mand of yours, sir? nay, any in­clin­a­tion that I saw you bent upon?
						

						
								John Bevil
								Why, I can’t say you have, son; but me­thinks in this whole busi­ness, you have not been so warm as I could have wished you. You have vis­ited her, it’s true, but you have not been par­tic­u­lar. Every­one knows you can say and do as hand­some things as any man; but you have done noth­ing but lived in the gen­er­al—been com­plais­ant only.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								As I am ever pre­pared to marry if you bid me, so I am ready to let it alone if you will have me.
						

						
								
								
								Humphry enters, un­ob­served.
							
						

						
								John Bevil
								Look you there now! why, what am I to think of this so ab­so­lute and so in­dif­fer­ent a resig­na­tion?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Think? that I am still your son, sir. Sir, you have been mar­ried, and I have not. And you have, sir, found the in­con­veni­ence there is when a man weds with too much love in his head. I have been told, sir, that at the time you mar­ried, you made a mighty bustle on the oc­ca­sion. There was chal­len­ging and fight­ing, scal­ing walls, lock­ing up the lady, and the gal­lant un­der an ar­rest for fear of killing all his rivals. Now, sir, I sup­pose you hav­ing found the ill con­sequences of these strong pas­sions and pre­ju­dices, in pref­er­ence of one wo­man to an­oth­er, in case of a man’s be­com­ing a wid­ower—
						

						
								John Bevil
								How is this?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I say, sir, ex­per­i­ence has made you wiser in your care of me; for, sir, since you lost my dear moth­er, your time has been so heavy, so lonely, and so taste­less, that you are so good as to guard me against the like un­hap­pi­ness, by mar­ry­ing me pruden­tially by way of bar­gain and sale. For, as you well judge, a wo­man that is es­poused for a for­tune, is yet a bet­ter bar­gain if she dies; for then a man still en­joys what he did marry, the money, and is dis­en­cumbered of what he did not marry, the wo­man.
						

						
								John Bevil
								But pray, sir, do you think Lucinda, then, a wo­man of such little mer­it?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Par­don me, sir, I don’t carry it so far neither; I am rather afraid I shall like her too well; she has, for one of her for­tune, a great many need­less and su­per­flu­ous good qual­it­ies.
						

						
								John Bevil
								I am afraid, son, there’s some­thing I don’t see yet, some­thing that’s smothered un­der all this raillery.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Not in the least, sir. If the lady is dressed and ready, you see I am. I sup­pose the law­yers are ready too.
						

						
								Humphry
								This may grow warm if I don’t in­ter­pose. Aside.—Sir, Mr. Sea­l­and is at the cof­fee­house, and has sent to speak with you.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Oh! that’s well! Then I war­rant the law­yers are ready. Son, you’ll be in the way, you say.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								If you please, sir, I’ll take a chair, and go to Mr. Sea­l­and’s, where the young lady and I will wait your leis­ure.
						

						
								John Bevil
								By no means. The old fel­low will be so vain if he sees—
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Ay; but the young lady, sir, will think me so in­dif­fer­ent.
						

						
								Humphry
								Ay, there you are right; press your read­i­ness to go to the bride—he won’t let you. Aside to Bevil Jr.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Are you sure of that? Aside to Humphry.
						

						
								Humphry
								How he likes be­ing pre­ven­ted. Aside.
						

						
								John Bevil
								No, no. You are an hour or two too early. Look­ing on his watch.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								You’ll al­low me, sir, to think it too late to vis­it a beau­ti­ful, vir­tu­ous young wo­man, in the pride and bloom of life, ready to give her­self to my arms; and to place her hap­pi­ness or misery, for the fu­ture, in be­ing agree­able or dis­pleas­ing to me, is a—Call a chair.
						

						
								John Bevil
								No, no, no, dear Jack; this Sea­l­and is a moody old fel­low. There’s no deal­ing with some people but by man­aging with in­dif­fer­ence. We must leave to him the con­duct of this day. It is the last of his com­mand­ing his daugh­ter.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Sir, he can’t take it ill, that I am im­pa­tient to be hers.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Pray let me gov­ern in this mat­ter; you can’t tell how hu­mor­some old fel­lows are. There’s no of­fer­ing reas­on to some of ’em, es­pe­cially when they are rich.—If my son should see him be­fore I’ve brought old Sea­l­and in­to bet­ter tem­per, the match would be im­prac­tic­able. Aside.
						

						
								Humphry
								Pray, sir, let me beg you to let Mr. Bevil go.—See wheth­er he will or not. Aside to Sir John.—Then to Bevil Jr. Pray, sir, com­mand your­self; since you see my mas­ter is pos­it­ive, it is bet­ter you should not go.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								My fath­er com­mands me, as to the ob­ject of my af­fec­tions; but I hope he will not, as to the warmth and height of them.
						

						
								John Bevil
								So! I must even leave things as I found them; and in the mean­time, at least, keep old Sea­l­and out of his sight—Well, son, I’ll go my­self and take or­ders in your af­fair. You’ll be in the way, I sup­pose, if I send to you. I’ll leave your old friend with you—Humphry, don’t let him stir, d’ye hear?—Your ser­vant, your ser­vant.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Sir John.
							
						

						
								Humphry
								I have a sad time on’t, sir, between you and my mas­ter. I see you are un­will­ing, and I know his vi­ol­ent in­clin­a­tions for the match.—I must be­tray neither, and yet de­ceive you both, for your com­mon good. Heav­en grant a good end of this mat­ter.—But there is a lady, sir, that gives your fath­er much trouble and sor­row.—You’ll par­don me.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Humphry, I know thou art a friend to both, and in that con­fid­ence I dare tell thee, that lady is a wo­man of hon­our and vir­tue. You may as­sure your­self I nev­er will marry without my fath­er’s con­sent. But give me leave to say, too, this de­clar­a­tion does not come up to a prom­ise that I will take whom­so­ever he pleases.
						

						
								Humphry
								Come, sir, I wholly un­der­stand you. You would en­gage my ser­vices to free you from this wo­man whom my mas­ter in­tends you, to make way, in time, for the wo­man you have really a mind to.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Hon­est Humphry, you have al­ways been a use­ful friend to my fath­er and my­self; I beg you con­tin­ue your good of­fices, and don’t let us come to the ne­ces­sity of a dis­pute; for, if we should dis­pute, I must either part with more than life, or lose the best of fath­ers.
						

						
								Humphry
								My dear mas­ter, were I but worthy to know this secret, that so near con­cerns you, my life, my all should be en­gaged to serve you. This, sir, I dare prom­ise, that I am sure I will and can be secret: your trust, at worst, but leaves you where you were; and if I can­not serve you, I will at once be plain and tell you so.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								That’s all I ask. Thou hast made it now my in­terest to trust thee. Be pa­tient, then, and hear the story of my heart.
						

						
								Humphry
								I am all at­ten­tion, sir.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								You may re­mem­ber, Humphry, that in my last travels my fath­er grew un­easy at my mak­ing so long a stay at Toulon.
						

						
								Humphry
								I re­mem­ber it; he was ap­pre­hens­ive some wo­man had laid hold of you.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								His fears were just; for there I first saw this lady. She is of Eng­lish birth: her fath­er’s name was Dan­vers—a young­er broth­er of an an­cient fam­ily, and ori­gin­ally an em­in­ent mer­chant of Bris­tol, who, upon re­peated mis­for­tunes, was re­duced to go privately to the In­dies. In this re­treat, Provid­ence again grew fa­vour­able to his in­dustry, and, in six years’ time, re­stored him to his former for­tunes. On this he sent dir­ec­tions over that his wife and little fam­ily should fol­low him to the In­dies. His wife, im­pa­tient to obey such wel­come or­ders, would not wait the leis­ure of a con­voy, but took the first oc­ca­sion of a single ship, and, with her hus­band’s sis­ter only, and this daugh­ter, then scarce sev­en years old, un­der­took the fatal voy­age—for here, poor creature, she lost her liberty and life. She and her fam­ily, with all they had, were, un­for­tu­nately, taken by a pri­vat­eer from Toulon. Be­ing thus made a pris­on­er, though as such not ill-treated, yet the fright, the shock, and cruel dis­ap­point­ment, seized with such vi­ol­ence upon her un­healthy frame, she sickened, pined, and died at sea.
						

						
								Humphry
								Poor soul! O the help­less in­fant!
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Her sis­ter yet sur­vived, and had the care of her. The cap­tain, too, proved to have hu­man­ity, and be­came a fath­er to her; for hav­ing him­self mar­ried an Eng­lish wo­man, and be­ing child­less, he brought home in­to Toulon this her little coun­try­wo­man, present­ing her, with all her dead moth­er’s mov­ables of value, to his wife, to be edu­cated as his own ad­op­ted daugh­ter.
						

						
								Humphry
								For­tune here seemed again to smile on her.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Only to make her frowns more ter­rible; for, in his height of for­tune, this cap­tain, too, her be­ne­fact­or, un­for­tu­nately was killed at sea; and dy­ing in­test­ate, his es­tate fell wholly to an ad­voc­ate, his broth­er, who, com­ing soon to take pos­ses­sion, there found (among his oth­er riches) this bloom­ing vir­gin at his mercy.
						

						
								Humphry
								He durst not, sure, ab­use his power?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								No won­der if his pampered blood was fired at the sight of her—in short, he loved; but when all arts and gentle means had failed to move, he offered, too, his men­aces in vain, de­noun­cing ven­geance on her cruelty, de­mand­ing her to ac­count for all her main­ten­ance from her child­hood; seized on her little for­tune as his own in­her­it­ance, and was drag­ging her by vi­ol­ence to pris­on, when Provid­ence at the in­stant in­ter­posed, and sent me, by mir­acle, to re­lieve her.24
						

						
								Humphry
								’Twas Provid­ence, in­deed. But pray, sir, after all this trouble, how came this lady at last to Eng­land?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								The dis­ap­poin­ted ad­voc­ate, find­ing she had so un­ex­pec­ted a sup­port, on cool­er thoughts, des­cen­ded to a com­pos­i­tion, which I, without her know­ledge, secretly dis­charged.
						

						
								Humphry
								That gen­er­ous con­ceal­ment made the ob­lig­a­tion double.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Hav­ing thus ob­tained her liberty, I pre­vailed, not without some dif­fi­culty, to see her safe to Eng­land; where, no soon­er ar­rived, but my fath­er, jeal­ous of my be­ing im­prudently en­gaged, im­me­di­ately pro­posed this oth­er fatal match that hangs upon my quiet.
						

						
								Humphry
								I find, sir, you are ir­re­cov­er­ably fixed upon this lady.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								As my vi­tal life dwells in my heart—and yet you see what I do to please my fath­er: walk in this pa­geantry of dress, this splen­did cov­er­ing of sor­row—But, Humphry, you have your les­son.
						

						
								Humphry
								Now, sir, I have but one ma­ter­i­al ques­tion—
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Ask it freely.
						

						
								Humphry
								Is it, then, your own pas­sion for this secret lady, or hers for you, that gives you this aver­sion to the match your fath­er has pro­posed you?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I shall ap­pear, Humphry, more ro­mantic in my an­swer than in all the rest of my story; for though I dote on her to death, and have no little reas­on to be­lieve she has the same thoughts for me, yet in all my ac­quaint­ance and ut­most pri­va­cies with her, I nev­er once dir­ectly told her that I loved.
						

						
								Humphry
								How was it pos­sible to avoid it?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								My tender ob­lig­a­tions to my fath­er have laid so in­vi­ol­able a re­straint upon my con­duct that, till I have his con­sent to speak, I am de­term­ined, on that sub­ject, to be dumb forever.
						

						
								Humphry
								Well, sir, to your praise be it spoken, you are cer­tainly the most un­fash­ion­able lov­er in Great Bri­tain.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tom.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Sir, Mr. Myrtle’s at the next door, and, if you are at leis­ure, will be glad to wait on you.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Whenev­er he pleases—hold, Tom! did you re­ceive no an­swer to my let­ter?
						

						
								Tom
								Sir, I was de­sired to call again; for I was told her moth­er would not let her be out of her sight; but about an hour hence, Mrs. Let­tice said, I should cer­tainly have one.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Very well.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Tom.
							
						

						
								Humphry
								Sir, I will take an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity. In the mean­time, I only think it prop­er to tell you that, from a secret I know, you may ap­pear to your fath­er as for­ward as you please, to marry Lucinda without the least haz­ard of its com­ing to a con­clu­sion—Sir, your most obed­i­ent ser­vant.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Hon­est Humphry, con­tin­ue but my friend in this ex­i­gence, and you shall al­ways find me yours.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Humphry.
							
						

						
								
								—I long to hear how my let­ter has suc­ceeded with Lucinda—but I think it can­not fail; for, at worst, were it pos­sible she could take it ill, her re­sent­ment of my in­dif­fer­ence may as prob­ably oc­ca­sion a delay as her tak­ing it right. Poor Myrtle, what ter­rors must he be in all this while? Since he knows she is offered to me, and re­fused to him, there is no con­vers­ing or tak­ing any meas­ures with him for his own ser­vice.—But I ought to bear with my friend, and use him as one in ad­versity—
						

						
								
								
								
									
										All his dis­quiets by my own I prove,
										

										The greatest grief’s per­plex­ity in love.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				Scene I. Bevil Jr.’s Lodgings.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Bevil Jr. and Tom.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Sir, Mr. Myrtle.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Very well, do you step again, and wait for an an­swer to my let­ter.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Tom.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Myrtle.
							
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Well, Charles, why so much care in thy coun­ten­ance? Is there any­thing in this world de­serves it? You, who used to be so gay, so open, so va­cant!
						

						
								Myrtle
								I think we have of late changed com­plex­ions. You, who used to be much the graver man, are now all air in your be­ha­viour.—But the cause of my con­cern may, for aught I know, be the same ob­ject that gives you all this sat­is­fac­tion. In a word, I am told that you are this very day—and your dress con­firms me in it—to be mar­ried to Lucinda.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								You are not mis­in­formed.—Nay, put not on the ter­rors of a rival till you hear me out. I shall dis­ob­lige the best of fath­ers if I don’t seem ready to marry Lucinda; and you know I have ever told you you might make use of my secret res­ol­u­tion nev­er to marry her for your own ser­vice as you please; but I am now driv­en to the ex­tremity of im­me­di­ately re­fus­ing or com­ply­ing un­less you help me to es­cape the match.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Es­cape? Sir, neither her mer­it or her for­tune are be­low your ac­cept­ance—Es­cap­ing do you call it?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Dear sir, do you wish I should de­sire the match?
						

						
								Myrtle
								No; but such is my hu­mor­ous and sickly state of mind since it has been able to rel­ish noth­ing but Lucinda, that though I must owe my hap­pi­ness to your aver­sion to this mar­riage, I can’t bear to hear her spoken of with lev­ity or un­con­cern.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Par­don me, sir, I shall trans­gress that way no more. She has un­der­stand­ing, beauty, shape, com­plex­ion, wit—
						

						
								Myrtle
								Nay, dear Bevil, don’t speak of her as if you loved her neither.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Why, then, to give you ease at once, though I al­low Lucinda to have good sense, wit, beauty, and vir­tue, I know an­oth­er in whom these qual­it­ies ap­pear to me more ami­able than in her.
						

						
								Myrtle
								There you spoke like a reas­on­able and good-natured friend. When you ac­know­ledge her mer­it, and own your pre­pos­ses­sion for an­oth­er, at once you grat­i­fy my fond­ness and cure my jeal­ousy.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								But all this while you take no no­tice, you have no ap­pre­hen­sion, of an­oth­er man that has twice the for­tune of either of us.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Cim­ber­ton!25 hang him, a form­al, philo­soph­ic­al, pedant­ic cox­comb; for the sot, with all these crude no­tions of di­verse things, un­der the dir­ec­tion of great van­ity and very little judg­ment, shows his strongest bi­as is av­arice; which is so pre­dom­in­ant in him that he will ex­am­ine the limbs of his mis­tress with the cau­tion of a jockey, and pays no more com­pli­ment to her per­son­al charms than if she were a mere breed­ing an­im­al.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Are you sure that is not af­fected? I have known some wo­men soon­er set on fire by that sort of neg­li­gence than by—
						

						
								Myrtle
								No, no; hang him, the rogue has no art; it is pure, simple in­solence and stu­pid­ity.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Yet, with all this, I don’t take him for a fool.
						

						
								Myrtle
								I own the man is not a nat­ur­al; he has a very quick sense, though very slow un­der­stand­ing. He says, in­deed, many things that want only the cir­cum­stances of time and place to be very just and agree­able.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Well, you may be sure of me if you can dis­ap­point him; but my in­tel­li­gence says the moth­er has ac­tu­ally sent for the con­vey­an­cer to draw art­icles for his mar­riage with Lucinda, though those for mine with her are, by her fath­er’s or­ders, ready for sign­ing; but it seems she has not thought fit to con­sult either him or his daugh­ter in the mat­ter.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Pshaw! a poor trouble­some wo­man. Neither Lucinda nor her fath­er will ever be brought to com­ply with it. Be­sides, I am sure Cim­ber­ton can make no set­tle­ment upon her without the con­cur­rence of his great uncle, Sir Geof­fry, in the west.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Well, sir, and I can tell you that’s the very point that is now laid be­fore her coun­sel, to know wheth­er a firm set­tle­ment can be made without his uncle’s ac­tu­al join­ing in it. Now, pray con­sider, sir, when my af­fair with Lucinda comes, as it soon must, to an open rup­ture, how are you sure that Cim­ber­ton’s for­tune may not then tempt her fath­er, too, to hear his pro­pos­als?
						

						
								Myrtle
								There you are right, in­deed; that must be provided against. Do you know who are her coun­sel?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Yes, for your ser­vice I have found out that, too. They are Ser­jeant Bramble and Old Tar­get—by the way, they are neither of them known in the fam­ily. Now, I was think­ing why you might not put a couple of false coun­sel upon her to delay and con­found mat­ters a little; be­sides, it may prob­ably let you in­to the bot­tom of her whole design against you.
						

						
								Myrtle
								As how, pray?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Why, can’t you slip on a black wig and a gown, and be Old Bramble your­self?
						

						
								Myrtle
								Ha! I don’t dis­like it.—But what shall I do for a broth­er in the case?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								What think you of my fel­low, Tom? The rogue’s in­tel­li­gent, and is a good mim­ic. All his part will be but to stut­ter heart­ily, for that’s old Tar­get’s case. Nay, it would be an im­mor­al thing to mock him were it not that his im­per­tin­ence is the oc­ca­sion of its break­ing out to that de­gree. The con­duct of the scene will chiefly lie upon you.
						

						
								Myrtle
								I like it of all things. If you’ll send Tom to my cham­bers, I will give him full in­struc­tions. This will cer­tainly give me oc­ca­sion to raise dif­fi­culties, to puzzle or con­found her pro­ject for a while at least.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I’ll war­rant you suc­cess.—So far we are right, then. And now, Charles, your ap­pre­hen­sion of my mar­ry­ing her is all you have to get over.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Dear Bevil, though I know you are my friend, yet when I ab­stract my­self from my own in­terest in the thing, I know no ob­jec­tion she can make to you, or you to her, and there­fore hope—
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Dear Myrtle, I am as much ob­liged to you for the cause of your sus­pi­cion, as I am of­fen­ded at the ef­fect; but, be as­sured, I am tak­ing meas­ures for your cer­tain se­cur­ity, and that all things with re­gard to me will end in your en­tire sat­is­fac­tion.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Well, I’ll prom­ise you to be as easy and as con­fid­ent as I can, though I can­not but re­mem­ber that I have more than life at stake on your fi­del­ity. Go­ing.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Then de­pend upon it, you have no chance against you.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Nay, no ce­re­mony, you know I must be go­ing.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Myrtle.
							
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Well, this is an­oth­er in­stance of the per­plex­it­ies which arise, too, in faith­ful friend­ship. We must of­ten in this life go on in our good of­fices, even un­der the dis­pleas­ure of those to whom we do them, in com­pas­sion to their weak­nesses and mis­takes.—But all this while poor In­di­ana is tor­tured with the doubt of me. She has no sup­port or com­fort but in my fi­del­ity, yet sees me daily pressed to mar­riage with an­oth­er. How pain­ful, in such a crisis, must be every hour she thinks on me! I’ll let her see at least my con­duct to her is not changed. I’ll take this op­por­tun­ity to vis­it her; for though the re­li­gious vow I have made to my fath­er re­strains me from ever mar­ry­ing without his ap­prob­a­tion, yet that con­fines me not from see­ing a vir­tu­ous wo­man that is the pure de­light of my eyes and the guilt­less joy of my heart. But the best con­di­tion of hu­man life is but a gentler misery—
						

						
								
								
								
									
										To hope for per­fect hap­pi­ness is vain,
										

										And love has ever its al­lays of pain.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene II. In­di­ana’s Lodgings.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Isa­bella and In­di­ana.
							
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Yes, I say ’tis ar­ti­fice, dear child. I say to thee again and again ’tis all skill and man­age­ment.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Will you per­suade me there can be an ill design in sup­port­ing me in the con­di­tion of a wo­man of qual­ity? at­ten­ded, dressed, and lodged like one; in my ap­pear­ance abroad and my fur­niture at home, every way in the most sump­tu­ous man­ner, and he that does it has an ar­ti­fice, a design in it?
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Yes, yes.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								And all this without so much as ex­plain­ing to me that all about me comes from him!
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Ay, ay, the more for that. That keeps the title to all you have the more in him.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								The more in him! He scorns the thought—
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Then he—he—he—
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Well, be not so eager. If he is an ill man, let us look in­to his stratagems. Here is an­oth­er of them. Show­ing a let­ter. Here’s two hun­dred and fifty pounds in bank notes, with these words: “To pay for the set of dress­ing-plate which will be brought home to­mor­row.” Why, dear aunt, now here’s an­oth­er piece of skill for you, which I own I can­not com­pre­hend; and it is with a bleed­ing heart I hear you say any­thing to the dis­ad­vant­age of Mr. Bevil. When he is present I look upon him as one to whom I owe my life and the sup­port of it; then, again, as the man who loves me with sin­cer­ity and hon­our. When his eyes are cast an­oth­er way, and I dare sur­vey him, my heart is pain­fully di­vided between shame and love. Oh! could I tell you—
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Ah! you need not; I ima­gine all this for you.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								This is my state of mind in his pres­ence; and when he is ab­sent, you are ever din­ning my ears with no­tions of the arts of men; that his hid­den bounty, his re­spect­ful con­duct, his care­ful pro­vi­sion for me, after his pre­serving me from ut­most misery, are cer­tain signs he means noth­ing but to make I know not what of me.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Oh! You have a sweet opin­ion of him, truly.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I have, when I am with him, ten thou­sand things, be­sides my sex’s nat­ur­al de­cency and shame, to sup­press my heart, that yearns to thank, to praise, to say it loves him. I say, thus it is with me while I see him; and in his ab­sence I am en­ter­tained with noth­ing but your en­deav­ours to tear this ami­able im­age from my heart; and in its stead, to place a base dis­sem­bler, an art­ful in­vader of my hap­pi­ness, my in­no­cence, my hon­our.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Ah, poor soul! has not his plot taken? don’t you die for him? has not the way he has taken, been the most prop­er with you? Oh! oh! He has sense, and has judged the thing right.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Go on then, since noth­ing can an­swer you; say what you will of him. Heigh! ho!
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Heigh! ho! in­deed. It is bet­ter to say so, as you are now, than as many oth­ers are. There are, among the des­troy­ers of wo­men, the gentle, the gen­er­ous, the mild, the af­fable, the humble, who all, soon after their suc­cess in their designs, turn to the con­trary of those char­ac­ters. I will own to you, Mr. Bevil car­ries his hy­po­crisy the best of any man liv­ing, but still he is a man, and there­fore a hy­po­crite. They have usurped an ex­emp­tion from shame for any base­ness, any cruelty to­wards us. They em­brace without love; they make vows without con­science of ob­lig­a­tion; they are part­ners, nay, se­du­cers to the crime, wherein they pre­tend to be less guilty.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								That’s truly ob­served. Aside.—But what’s all this to Bevil?
						

						
								Isa­bella
								This it is to Bevil and all man­kind. Trust not those who will think the worse of you for your con­fid­ence in them; ser­pents who lie in wait for doves. Won’t you be on your guard against those who would be­tray you? Won’t you doubt those who would con­temn you for be­liev­ing ’em? Take it from me, fair and nat­ur­al deal­ing is to in­vite in­jur­ies; ’tis bleat­ing to es­cape wolves who would de­vour you! Such is the world—Aside. and such (since the be­ha­viour of one man to my­self) have I be­lieved all the rest of the sex.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I will not doubt the truth of Bevil, I will not doubt it. He has not spoke of it by an or­gan that is giv­en to ly­ing. His eyes are all that have ever told me that he was mine. I know his vir­tue, I know his fi­li­al piety, and ought to trust his man­age­ment with a fath­er to whom he has un­com­mon ob­lig­a­tions. What have I to be con­cerned for? my les­son is very short. If he takes me forever, my pur­pose of life is only to please him. If he leaves me (which Heav­en avert) I know he’ll do it nobly, and I shall have noth­ing to do but to learn to die, after worse than death has happened to me.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Ay, do, per­sist in your credu­lity! flat­ter your­self that a man of his fig­ure and for­tune will make him­self the jest of the town, and marry a hand­some beg­gar for love.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								The town! I must tell you, madam, the fools that laugh at Mr. Bevil will but make them­selves more ri­dicu­lous; his ac­tions are the res­ult of think­ing, and he has sense enough to make even vir­tue fash­ion­able.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								O’ my con­science he has turned her head.—Come, come, if he were the hon­est fool you take him for, why has he kept you here these three weeks, without send­ing you to Bris­tol in search of your fath­er, your fam­ily, and your re­la­tions?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I am con­vinced he still designs it, and that noth­ing keeps him here, but the ne­ces­sity of com­ing to a breach with his fath­er in re­gard to the match he has pro­posed him. Be­side, has he not writ to Bris­tol? and has not he ad­vice that my fath­er has not been heard of there al­most these twenty years?
						

						
								Isa­bella
								All sham, mere eva­sion; he is afraid, if he should carry you thith­er, your hon­est re­la­tions may take you out of his hands, and so blow up all his wicked hopes at once.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Wicked hopes! did I ever give him any such?
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Has he ever giv­en you any hon­est ones? Can you say, in your con­science, he has ever once offered to marry you?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								No! but by his be­ha­viour I am con­vinced he will of­fer it, the mo­ment ’tis in his power, or con­sist­ent with his hon­our, to make such a prom­ise good to me.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								His hon­our!
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I will rely upon it; there­fore de­sire you will not make my life un­easy, by these un­grate­ful jeal­ousies of one, to whom I am, and wish to be, ob­liged. For from his in­teg­rity alone, I have re­solved to hope for hap­pi­ness.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Nay, I have done my duty; if you won’t see, at your per­il be it!
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Let it be—This is his hour of vis­it­ing me.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Oh! to be sure, keep up your form; don’t see him in a bed­cham­ber—Apart. This is pure prudence, when she is li­able, wherever he meets her, to be con­veyed where’er he pleases.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								All the rest of my life is but wait­ing till he comes. I live only when I’m with him.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Well, go thy ways, thou wil­ful in­no­cent!—Aside. I once had al­most as much love for a man, who poorly left me to marry an es­tate; and I am now, against my will, what they call an old maid—but I will not let the peev­ish­ness of that con­di­tion grow upon me, only keep up the sus­pi­cion of it, to pre­vent this creature’s be­ing any oth­er than a vir­gin, ex­cept upon prop­er terms.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter In­di­ana, speak­ing to a Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								In­di­ana
								De­sire Mr. Bevil to walk in—Design! im­possible! A base design­ing mind could nev­er think of what he hourly puts in prac­tice. And yet, since the late ru­mour of his mar­riage, he seems more re­served than formerly—he sends in too, be­fore he sees me, to know if I am at leis­ure—such new re­spects may cov­er cold­ness in the heart; it cer­tainly makes me thought­ful—I’ll know the worst at once; I’ll lay such fair oc­ca­sions in his way, that it shall be im­possible to avoid an ex­plan­a­tion, for these doubts are in­sup­port­able!—But see, he comes, and clears them all.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bevil.
							
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Madam, your most obed­i­ent—I am afraid I broke in upon your rest last night; ’twas very late be­fore we par­ted, but ’twas your own fault. I nev­er saw you in such agree­able hu­mour.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I am ex­tremely glad we were both pleased; for I thought I nev­er saw you bet­ter com­pany.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Me, madam! you rally; I said very little.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								But I am afraid you heard me say a great deal; and, when a wo­man is in the talk­ing vein, the most agree­able thing a man can do, you know, is to have pa­tience to hear her.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Then it’s pity, madam, you should ever be si­lent, that we might be al­ways agree­able to one an­oth­er.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								If I had your tal­ent or power, to make my ac­tions speak for me, I might in­deed be si­lent, and you pre­tend to some­thing more than the agree­able.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								If I might be vain of any­thing in my power, madam, ’tis that my un­der­stand­ing, from all your sex, has marked you out as the most de­serving ob­ject of my es­teem.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Should I think I de­serve this, ’twere enough to make my van­ity for­feit the very es­teem you of­fer me.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								How so, madam?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Be­cause es­teem is the res­ult of reas­on, and to de­serve it from good sense, the height of hu­man glory. Nay, I had rather a man of hon­our should pay me that, than all the homage of a sin­cere and humble love.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								You cer­tainly dis­tin­guish right, madam; love of­ten kindles from ex­tern­al mer­it only.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								But es­teem rises from a high­er source, the mer­it of the soul.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								True—And great souls only can de­serve it. Bow­ing re­spect­fully.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Now I think they are great­er still, that can so char­it­ably part with it.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Now, madam, you make me vain, since the ut­most pride and pleas­ure of my life is, that I es­teem you as I ought.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Aside. As he ought! still more per­plex­ing! he neither saves nor kills my hope.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								But, madam, we grow grave, me­thinks. Let’s find some oth­er sub­ject—Pray how did you like the op­era last night?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								First give me leave to thank you for my tick­ets.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Oh! your ser­vant, madam. But pray tell me, you now, who are nev­er par­tial to the fash­ion, I fancy must be the properest judge of a mighty dis­pute among the ladies, that is, wheth­er Crispo or Griselda26 is the more agree­able en­ter­tain­ment.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								With sub­mis­sion now, I can­not be a prop­er judge of this ques­tion.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								How so, madam?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Be­cause I find I have a par­ti­al­ity for one of them.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Pray which is that?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I do not know; there’s some­thing in that rur­al cot­tage of Griselda, her for­lorn con­di­tion, her poverty, her solitude, her resig­na­tion, her in­no­cent slum­bers, and that lulling dolce sogno that’s sung over her; it had an ef­fect upon me that—in short I nev­er was so well de­ceived, at any of them.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Oh! Now then, I can ac­count for the dis­pute. Griselda, it seems, is the dis­tress of an in­jured in­no­cent wo­man, Crispo, that only of a man in the same con­di­tion; there­fore the men are mostly con­cerned for Crispo, and, by a nat­ur­al in­dul­gence, both sexes for Griselda.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								So that judg­ment, you think, ought to be for one, though fancy and com­plais­ance have got ground for the oth­er. Well! I be­lieve you will nev­er give me leave to dis­pute with you on any sub­ject; for I own, Crispo has its charms for me too. Though in the main, all the pleas­ure the best op­era gives us is but mere sen­sa­tion. Me­thinks it’s pity the mind can’t have a little more share in the en­ter­tain­ment. The mu­sic’s cer­tainly fine, but, in my thoughts, there’s none of your com­posers come up to old Shakespeare and Ot­way.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								How, madam! why if a wo­man of your sense were to say this in a draw­ing-room—
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Sir, here’s Si­gnor Car­bon­elli27 says he waits your com­mands in the next room.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Apro­pos! you were say­ing yes­ter­day, madam, you had a mind to hear him. Will you give him leave to en­ter­tain you now?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								By all means; de­sire the gen­tle­man to walk in.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I fancy you will find some­thing in this hand that is un­com­mon.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								You are al­ways find­ing ways, Mr. Bevil, to make life seem less te­di­ous to me.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mu­sic Mas­ter.
							
						

						
								
								When the gen­tle­man pleases.
						

						
								
								
								After a Son­ata is played, Bevil waits on the Mas­ter to the door, etc.
							
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								You smile, madam, to see me so com­plais­ant to one whom I pay for his vis­it. Now, I own, I think it is not enough barely to pay those whose tal­ents are su­per­i­or to our own (I mean such tal­ents as would be­come our con­di­tion, if we had them). Me­thinks we ought to do some­thing more than barely grat­i­fy them for what they do at our com­mand, only be­cause their for­tune is be­low us.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								You say I smile. I as­sure you it was a smile of ap­prob­a­tion; for, in­deed, I can­not but think it the dis­tin­guish­ing part of a gen­tle­man to make his su­peri­or­ity of for­tune as easy to his in­feri­ors as he can.—Now once more to try him. Aside.—I was say­ing just now, I be­lieved you would nev­er let me dis­pute with you, and I daresay it will al­ways be so. How­ever, I must have your opin­ion upon a sub­ject which cre­ated a de­bate between my aunt and me, just be­fore you came hith­er; she would needs have it that no man ever does any ex­traordin­ary kind­ness or ser­vice for a wo­man, but for his own sake.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Well, madam! In­deed I can’t but be of her mind.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								What, though he should main­tain and sup­port her, without de­mand­ing any­thing of her, on her part?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Why, madam, is mak­ing an ex­pense in the ser­vice of a valu­able wo­man (for such I must sup­pose her), though she should nev­er do him any fa­vour, nay, though she should nev­er know who did her such ser­vice, such a mighty hero­ic busi­ness?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Cer­tainly! I should think he must be a man of an un­com­mon mould.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Dear madam, why so? ’tis but, at best, a bet­ter taste in ex­pense. To be­stow upon one, whom he may think one of the or­na­ments of the whole cre­ation, to be con­scious, that from his su­per­fluity, an in­no­cent, a vir­tu­ous spir­it is sup­por­ted above the tempta­tions and sor­rows of life! That he sees sat­is­fac­tion, health, and glad­ness in her coun­ten­ance, while he en­joys the hap­pi­ness of see­ing her (as that I will sup­pose too, or he must be too ab­strac­ted, too in­sens­ible), I say, if he is al­lowed to de­light in that pro­spect; alas, what mighty mat­ter is there in all this?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								No mighty mat­ter in so dis­in­ter­ested a friend­ship!
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Dis­in­ter­ested! I can’t think him so; your hero, madam, is no more than what every gen­tle­man ought to be, and I be­lieve very many are. He is only one who takes more de­light in re­flec­tions than in sen­sa­tions. He is more pleased with think­ing than eat­ing; that’s the ut­most you can say of him. Why, madam, a great­er ex­pense than all this, men lay out upon an un­ne­ces­sary stable of horses.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Can you be sin­cere in what you say?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								You may de­pend upon it, if you know any such man, he does not love dogs in­or­din­ately.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								No, that he does not.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Nor cards, nor dice.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								No.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Nor bottle com­pan­ions.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								No.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Nor loose wo­men.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								No, I’m sure he does not.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Take my word then, if your ad­mired hero is not li­able to any of these kind of de­mands, there’s no such pree­m­in­ence in this as you ima­gine. Nay, this way of ex­pense you speak of is what ex­alts and raises him that has a taste for it; and, at the same time, his de­light is in­cap­able of sati­ety, dis­gust, or pen­it­ence.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								But still I in­sist his hav­ing no private in­terest in the ac­tion, makes it prodi­gious, al­most in­cred­ible.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Dear madam, I nev­er knew you more mis­taken. Why, who can be more a usurer than he who lays out his money in such valu­able pur­chases? If pleas­ure be worth pur­chas­ing, how great a pleas­ure is it to him, who has a true taste of life, to ease an aching heart; to see the hu­man coun­ten­ance lighted up in­to smiles of joy, on the re­ceipt of a bit of ore which is su­per­flu­ous and oth­er­wise use­less in a man’s own pock­et? What could a man do bet­ter with his cash? This is the ef­fect of a hu­man dis­pos­i­tion, where there is only a gen­er­al tie of nature and com­mon ne­ces­sity. What then must it be when we serve an ob­ject of mer­it, of ad­mir­a­tion!
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Well! the more you ar­gue against it the more I shall ad­mire the gen­er­os­ity.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Nay, nay—Then, madam, ’tis time to fly, after a de­clar­a­tion that my opin­ion strengthens my ad­versary’s ar­gu­ment. I had best hasten to my ap­point­ment with Mr. Myrtle, and be­gone while we are friends, and be­fore things are brought to an ex­tremity.
						

						
								
								
								Exit care­lessly.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Isa­bella.
							
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Well, madam, what think you of him now, pray?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I protest, I be­gin to fear he is wholly dis­in­ter­ested in what he does for me. On my heart, he has no oth­er view but the mere pleas­ure of do­ing it, and has neither good or bad designs upon me.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Ah! dear niece! don’t be in fear of both! I’ll war­rant you, you will know time enough that he is not in­dif­fer­ent.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								You please me when you tell me so; for, if he has any wishes to­wards me, I know he will not pur­sue them but with hon­our.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								I wish I were as con­fid­ent of one as t’oth­er. I saw the re­spect­ful down­cast of his eye, when you caught him gaz­ing at you dur­ing the mu­sic. He, I war­rant, was sur­prised, as if he had been taken steal­ing your watch. Oh! the un­dis­sembled guilty look!
						

						
								In­di­ana
								But did you ob­serve any such thing, really? I thought he looked most charm­ingly grace­ful! How en­ga­ging is mod­esty in a man, when one knows there is a great mind with­in. So tender a con­fu­sion! and yet, in oth­er re­spects, so much him­self, so col­lec­ted, so daunt­less, so de­term­ined!
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Ah! niece! there is a sort of bash­ful­ness which is the best en­gine to carry on a shame­less pur­pose. Some men’s mod­esty serves their wicked­ness, as hy­po­crisy gains the re­spect due to piety. But I will own to you, there is one hope­ful symp­tom, if there could be such a thing as a dis­in­ter­ested lov­er. But it’s all a per­plex­ity—till—till—till—
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Till what?
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Till I know wheth­er Mr. Myrtle and Mr. Bevil are really friends or foes.—And that I will be con­vinced of be­fore I sleep; for you shall not be de­ceived.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I’m sure I nev­er shall, if your fears can guard me. In the mean­time I’ll wrap my­self up in the in­teg­rity of my own heart, nor dare to doubt of his.
						

						
								
								
								
									
										As con­scious hon­our all his ac­tions steers,
										

										So con­scious in­no­cence dis­pels my fears.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III28
			

			
				Scene I. Sea­l­and’s House.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Tom, meet­ing Phil­lis.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Well, Phil­lis! What, with a face as if you had nev­er seen me be­fore!—What a work have I to do now? She has seen some new vis­it­ant at their house whose airs she has caught, and is re­solved to prac­tise them upon me. Num­ber­less are the changes she’ll dance through be­fore she’ll an­swer this plain ques­tion: videlicet, have you de­livered my mas­ter’s let­ter to your lady? Nay, I know her too well to ask an ac­count of it in an or­din­ary way; I’ll be in my airs as well as she. Aside.—Well, madam, as un­happy as you are at present pleased to make me, I would not, in the gen­er­al, be any oth­er than what I am. I would not be a bit wiser, a bit rich­er, a bit taller, a bit short­er than I am at this in­stant. Look­ing stead­fastly at her.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Did ever any­body doubt, Mas­ter Thomas, but that you were ex­tremely sat­is­fied with your sweet self?
						

						
								Tom
								I am, in­deed. The thing I have least reas­on to be sat­is­fied with is my for­tune, and I am glad of my poverty. Per­haps if I were rich I should over­look the finest wo­man in the world, that wants noth­ing but riches to be thought so.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								How pret­tily was that said! But I’ll have a great deal more be­fore I’ll say one word. Aside.
						

						
								Tom
								I should, per­haps, have been stu­pidly above her had I not been her equal; and by not be­ing her equal, nev­er had op­por­tun­ity of be­ing her slave. I am my mas­ter’s ser­vant for hire—I am my mis­tress’s from choice, would she but ap­prove my pas­sion.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I think it’s the first time I ever heard you speak of it with any sense of the an­guish, if you really do suf­fer any.
						

						
								Tom
								Ah, Phil­lis! can you doubt, after what you have seen?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I know not what I have seen, nor what I have heard; but since I am at leis­ure, you may tell me when you fell in love with me; how you fell in love with me; and what you have suffered or are ready to suf­fer for me.
						

						
								Tom
								Oh, the un­mer­ci­ful jade! when I am in haste about my mas­ter’s let­ter. But I must go through it. Aside.—Ah!29 too well I re­mem­ber when, and how, and on what oc­ca­sion I was first sur­prised. It was on the 1st of April, 1715, I came in­to Mr. Sea­l­and’s ser­vice; I was then a hobble­de­hoy, and you a pretty little tight girl, a fa­vour­ite hand­maid of the house­keep­er. At that time we neither of us knew what was in us. I re­mem­ber I was ordered to get out of the win­dow, one pair of stairs, to rub the sashes clean; the per­son em­ployed on the in­ner side was your charm­ing self, whom I had nev­er seen be­fore.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I think I re­mem­ber the silly ac­ci­dent. What made ye, you oaf, ready to fall down in­to the street?
						

						
								Tom
								You know not, I war­rant you—you could not guess what sur­prised me. You took no de­light when you im­me­di­ately grew wan­ton in your con­quest, and put your lips close, and breathed upon the glass, and when my lips ap­proached, a dirty cloth you rubbed against my face, and hid your beau­teous form! When I again drew near, you spit, and rubbed, and smiled at my un­do­ing.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								What silly thoughts you men have!
						

						
								Tom
								We were Pyra­mus and Thisbe—but ten times harder was my fate. Pyra­mus could peep only through a wall; I saw her, saw my Thisbe in all her beauty, but as much kept from her as if a hun­dred walls between—for there was more: there was her will against me. Would she but yet re­lent! O Phil­lis! Phil­lis! shorten my tor­ment, and de­clare you pity me.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I be­lieve it’s very suf­fer­able; the pain is not so ex­quis­ite but that you may bear it a little longer.
						

						
								Tom
								Oh! my charm­ing Phil­lis, if all de­pended on my fair one’s will, I could with glory suf­fer—but, dearest creature, con­sider our miser­able state.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								How! Miser­able!
						

						
								Tom
								We are miser­able to be in love, and un­der the com­mand of oth­ers than those we love; with that gen­er­ous pas­sion in the heart, to be sent to and fro on er­rands, called, checked, and rated for the mean­est trifles. Oh, Phil­lis! you don’t know how many china cups and glasses my pas­sion for you has made me break. You have broke my for­tune as well as my heart.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Well, Mr. Thomas, I can­not but own to you that I be­lieve your mas­ter writes and you speak the best of any men in the world. Nev­er was wo­man so well pleased with a let­ter as my young lady was with his; and this is an an­swer to it. Gives him a let­ter.
						

						
								Tom
								This was well done, my dearest; con­sider, we must strike out some pretty live­li­hood for ourselves by clos­ing their af­fairs. It will be noth­ing for them to give us a little be­ing of our own, some small tene­ment, out of their large pos­ses­sions. Whatever they give us, it will be more than what they keep for them­selves. One acre with Phil­lis would be worth a whole county without her.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								O, could I but be­lieve you!
						

						
								Tom
								If not the ut­ter­ance, be­lieve the touch of my lips. Kisses her.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								There’s no con­tra­dict­ing you. How closely you ar­gue, Tom!
						

						
								Tom
								And will closer, in due time. But I must hasten with this let­ter, to hasten to­wards the pos­ses­sion of you. Then, Phil­lis, con­sider how I must be re­venged, look to it, of all your skit­tish­ness, shy looks, and at best but coy com­pli­ances.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Oh, Tom, you grow wan­ton, and sen­su­al, as my lady calls it; I must not en­dure it. Oh! foh! you are a man—an odi­ous, filthy, male creature—you should be­have, if you had a right sense or were a man of sense, like Mr. Cim­ber­ton, with dis­tance and in­dif­fer­ence; or, let me see, some oth­er be­com­ing hard word, with seem­ing in-in-in­ad­vert­ency, and not rush on one as if you were seiz­ing a prey.—But hush! the ladies are com­ing.—Good Tom, don’t kiss me above once, and be gone. Lard, we have been fool­ing and toy­ing, and not con­sidered the main busi­ness of our mas­ters and mis­tresses.
						

						
								Tom
								Why, their busi­ness is to be fool­ing and toy­ing as soon as the parch­ments are ready.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Well re­membered, parch­ments; my lady, to my know­ledge, is pre­par­ing writ­ings between her cox­comb cous­in, Cim­ber­ton, and my mis­tress, though my mas­ter has an eye to the parch­ments already pre­pared between your mas­ter, Mr. Bevil, and my mis­tress; and, I be­lieve, my mis­tress her­self has signed and sealed, in her heart, to Mr. Myrtle.—Did I not bid you kiss me but once, and be gone? But I know you won’t be sat­is­fied.
						

						
								Tom
								No, you smooth creature, how should I? Kiss­ing her hand.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Well, since you are so humble, or so cool, as to rav­ish my hand only, I’ll take my leave of you like a great lady, and you a man of qual­ity. They sa­lute form­ally.
						

						
								Tom
								Pox of all this state. Of­fers to kiss her more closely.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								No, prithee, Tom, mind your busi­ness. We must fol­low that in­terest which will take, but en­deav­our at that which will be most for us, and we like most. Oh, here is my young mis­tress! Tom taps her neck be­hind, and kisses his fin­gers. Go, ye li­quor­ish fool.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Tom.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lucinda.
							
						

						
								Lucinda
								Who was that you were hur­ry­ing away?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								One that I had no mind to part with.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Why did you turn him away then?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								For your lady­ship’s ser­vice—to carry your lady­ship’s let­ter to his mas­ter. I could hardly get the rogue away.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Why, has he so little love for his mas­ter?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								No; but he hath so much love for his mis­tress.
						

						
								Lucinda
								But I thought I heard him kiss you. Why did you suf­fer that?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Why, madam, we vul­gar take it to be a sign of love—We ser­vants, we poor people, that have noth­ing but our per­sons to be­stow or treat for, are forced to deal and bar­gain by way of sample, and there­fore as we have no parch­ments or wax ne­ces­sary in our agree­ments, we squeeze with our hands and seal with our lips, to rat­i­fy vows and prom­ises.
						

						
								Lucinda
								But can’t you trust one an­oth­er without such earn­est down?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								We don’t think it safe, any more than you gentry, to come to­geth­er without deeds ex­ecuted.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Thou art a pert merry hussy.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I wish, madam, your lov­er and you were as happy as Tom and your ser­vant are.
						

						
								Lucinda
								You grow im­per­tin­ent.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I have done, madam; and I won’t ask you what you in­tend to do with Mr. Myrtle, what your fath­er will do with Mr. Bevil, nor what you all, es­pe­cially my lady, mean by ad­mit­ting Mr. Cim­ber­ton as par­tic­u­larly here as if he were mar­ried to you already; nay, you are mar­ried ac­tu­ally as far as people of qual­ity are.
						

						
								Lucinda
								How is that?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								You have dif­fer­ent beds in the same house.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Pshaw! I have a very great value for Mr. Bevil, but have ab­so­lutely put an end to his pre­ten­sions in the let­ter I gave you for him. But my fath­er, in his heart, still has a mind to him, were it not for this wo­man they talk of; and I am apt to ima­gine he is mar­ried to her, or nev­er designs to marry at all.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Then Mr. Myrtle—
						

						
								Lucinda
								He had my par­ents’ leave to ap­ply to me, and by that he has won me and my af­fec­tions; who is to have this body of mine without them, it seems, is noth­ing to me. My moth­er says ’tis in­de­cent for me to let my thoughts stray about the per­son of my hus­band; nay, she says a maid, ri­gidly vir­tu­ous, though she may have been where her lov­er was a thou­sand times, should not have made ob­ser­va­tions enough to know him from an­oth­er man when she sees him in a third place.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								That is more than the sever­ity of a nun, for not to see when one may is hardly pos­sible; not to see when one can’t is very easy. At this rate, madam, there are a great many whom you have not seen who—
						

						
								Lucinda
								Mamma says the first time you see your hus­band should be at that in­stant he is made so. When your fath­er, with the help of the min­is­ter, gives you to him, then you are to see him; then you are to ob­serve and take no­tice of him; be­cause then you are to obey him.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								But does not my lady re­mem­ber you are to love as well as obey?
						

						
								Lucinda
								To love is a pas­sion, it is a de­sire, and we must have no de­sires.—Oh, I can­not en­dure the re­flec­tion! With what in­sens­ib­il­ity on my part, with what more than pa­tience have I been ex­posed and offered to some awk­ward booby or oth­er in every county of Great Bri­tain!
						

						
								Phil­lis
								In­deed, madam, I won­der I nev­er heard you speak of it be­fore with this in­dig­na­tion.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Every corner of the land has presen­ted me with a wealthy cox­comb. As fast as one treaty has gone off, an­oth­er has come on, till my name and per­son have been the tittle-tattle of the whole town. What is this world come to?—no shame left—to be bartered for like the beasts of the field, and that in such an in­stance as com­ing to­geth­er to an en­tire fa­mili­ar­ity and uni­on of soul and body. Oh! and this without be­ing so much as well-wish­ers to each oth­er, but for in­crease of for­tune.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								But, madam, all these vex­a­tions will end very soon in one for all. Mr. Cim­ber­ton is your moth­er’s kins­man, and three hun­dred years an older gen­tle­man than any lov­er you ever had; for which reas­on, with that of his prodi­gious large es­tate, she is re­solved on him, and has sent to con­sult the law­yers ac­cord­ingly; nay, has (wheth­er you know it or no) been in treaty with Sir Geof­fry, who, to join in the set­tle­ment, has ac­cep­ted of a sum to do it, and is every mo­ment ex­pec­ted in town for that pur­pose.
						

						
								Lucinda
								How do you get all this in­tel­li­gence?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								By an art I have, I thank my stars, bey­ond all the wait­ing-maids in Great Bri­tain—the art of listen­ing, madam, for your lady­ship’s ser­vice.
						

						
								Lucinda
								I shall soon know as much as you do; leave me, leave me, Phil­lis, be­gone. Here, here! I’ll turn you out. My moth­er says I must not con­verse with my ser­vants, though I must con­verse with no one else.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Phil­lis.
							
						

						
								
								—How un­happy are we who are born to great for­tunes! No one looks at us with in­dif­fer­ence, or acts to­wards us on the foot of plain deal­ing; yet, by all I have been here­to­fore offered to or treated for I have been used with the most agree­able of all ab­uses—flat­tery. But now, by this phleg­mat­ic fool I’m used as noth­ing, or a mere thing. He, for­sooth, is too wise, too learned to have any re­gard for de­sires, and I know not what the learned oaf calls sen­ti­ments of love and pas­sion—Here he comes with my moth­er—It’s much if he looks at me, or if he does, takes no more no­tice of me than of any oth­er mov­able in the room.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mrs. Sea­l­and, and Mr. Cim­ber­ton.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								How do I ad­mire this noble, this learned taste of yours, and the worthy re­gard you have to our own an­cient and hon­our­able house in con­sult­ing a means to keep the blood as pure and as reg­u­larly des­cen­ded as may be.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Why, really, madam, the young wo­men of this age are treated with dis­courses of such a tend­ency, and their ima­gin­a­tions so be­wildered in flesh and blood, that a man of reas­on can’t talk to be un­der­stood. They have no ideas of hap­pi­ness, but what are more gross than the grat­i­fic­a­tion of hun­ger and thirst.
						

						
								Lucinda
								With how much re­flec­tion he is a cox­comb! Aside.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								And in truth, madam, I have con­sidered it as a most bru­tal cus­tom that per­sons of the first char­ac­ter in the world should go as or­din­ar­ily, and with as little shame, to bed as to din­ner with one an­oth­er. They pro­ceed to the propaga­tion of the spe­cies as openly as to the pre­ser­va­tion of the in­di­vidu­al.
						

						
								Lucinda
								She that will­ingly goes to bed to thee must have no shame, I’m sure. Aside.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Oh, cous­in Cim­ber­ton! cous­in Cim­ber­ton! how ab­strac­ted, how re­fined is your sense of things! But, in­deed, it is too true there is noth­ing so or­din­ary as to say, in the best gov­erned fam­il­ies, my mas­ter and lady have gone to bed; one does not know but it might have been said of one’s self. Hid­ing her face with her fan.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Ly­cur­gus, madam, in­sti­tuted oth­er­wise; among the La­cedae­mo­ni­ans the whole fe­male world was preg­nant, but none but the moth­ers them­selves knew by whom; their meet­ings were secret, and the amor­ous con­gress al­ways by stealth; and no such pro­fessed do­ings between the sexes as are tol­er­ated among us un­der the au­da­cious word, mar­riage.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Oh, had I lived in those days and been a mat­ron of Sparta, one might with less in­de­cency have had ten chil­dren, ac­cord­ing to that mod­est in­sti­tu­tion, than one, un­der the con­fu­sion of our mod­ern, bare­faced man­ner.
						

						
								Lucinda
								And yet, poor wo­man, she has gone through the whole ce­re­mony, and here I stand a mel­an­choly proof of it. Aside.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								We will talk then of busi­ness. That girl walk­ing about the room there is to be your wife. She has, I con­fess, no ideas, no sen­ti­ments, that speak her born of a think­ing moth­er.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								I have ob­served her; her lively look, free air, and dis­en­gaged coun­ten­ance speak her very—
						

						
								Lucinda
								Very what?
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								If you please, madam—to set her a little that way.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Lucinda, say noth­ing to him, you are not a match for him; when you are mar­ried, you may speak to such a hus­band when you’re spoken to. But I am dis­pos­ing of you above your­self every way.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Madam, you can­not but ob­serve the in­con­veni­ences I ex­pose my­self to, in hopes that your lady­ship will be the con­sort of my bet­ter part. As for the young wo­man, she is rather an im­ped­i­ment than a help to a man of let­ters and spec­u­la­tion. Madam, there is no re­flec­tion, no philo­sophy, can at all times sub­due the sens­it­ive life, but the an­im­al shall some­times carry away the man. Ha! ay, the ver­mil­ion of her lips.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Pray, don’t talk of me thus.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								The pretty enough—pant of her bos­om.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Sir! madam, don’t you hear him?
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Her for­ward chest.
						

						
								Lucinda
								In­tol­er­able!
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								High health.
						

						
								Lucinda
								The grave, easy im­pudence of him!
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Proud heart.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Stu­pid cox­comb!
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								I say, madam, her im­pa­tience, while we are look­ing at her, throws out all at­trac­tions—her arms—her neck—what a spring in her step!
						

						
								Lucinda
								Don’t you run me over thus, you strange un­ac­count­able!
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								What an elasti­city in her veins and ar­ter­ies!
						

						
								Lucinda
								I have no veins, no ar­ter­ies.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Oh, child! hear him, he talks finely; he’s a schol­ar, he knows what you have.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								The speak­ing in­vit­a­tion of her shape, the gath­er­ing of her­self up, and the in­dig­na­tion you see in the pretty little thing—Now, I am con­sid­er­ing her, on this oc­ca­sion, but as one that is to be preg­nant.
						

						
								Lucinda
								The fa­mil­i­ar, learned, un­season­able puppy! Aside.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								And preg­nant un­doubtedly she will be yearly. I fear I shan’t, for many years, have dis­cre­tion enough to give her one fal­low sea­son.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Mon­ster! there’s no bear­ing it. The hideous sot! there’s no en­dur­ing it, to be thus sur­veyed like a steed at sale.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								At sale! She’s very il­lit­er­ate—But she’s very well limbed too; turn her in; I see what she is.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Lucinda, in a rage.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Go, you creature, I am ashamed of you.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								No harm done—you know, madam, the bet­ter sort of people, as I ob­served to you, treat by their law­yers of wed­dings ad­just­ing him­self at the glass—and the wo­man in the bar­gain, like the man­sion house in the sale of the es­tate, is thrown in, and what that is, wheth­er good or bad, is not at all con­sidered.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								I grant it; and there­fore make no de­mand for her youth and beauty, and every oth­er ac­com­plish­ment, as the com­mon world think ’em, be­cause she is not po­lite.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Madam, I know your ex­al­ted un­der­stand­ing, ab­strac­ted, as it is, from vul­gar pre­ju­dices, will not be of­fen­ded, when I de­clare to you, I marry to have an heir to my es­tate, and not to be­get a colony, or a plant­a­tion. This young wo­man’s beauty and con­sti­tu­tion will de­mand pro­vi­sion for a tenth child at least.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								With all that wit and learn­ing, how con­sid­er­ate! What an eco­nom­ist! Aside.—Sir, I can­not make her any oth­er than she is; or say she is much bet­ter than the oth­er young wo­men of this age, or fit for much be­sides be­ing a moth­er; but I have giv­en dir­ec­tions for the mar­riage set­tle­ments, and Sir Geof­fry Cim­ber­ton’s coun­sel is to meet ours here, at this hour, con­cern­ing this join­ing in the deed, which, when ex­ecuted, makes you cap­able of set­tling what is due to Lucinda’s for­tune. Her­self, as I told you, I say noth­ing of.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								No, no, no, in­deed, madam, it is not usu­al; and I must de­pend upon my own re­flec­tion and philo­sophy not to over­stock my fam­ily.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								I can­not help her, cous­in Cim­ber­ton; but she is, for aught I see, as well as the daugh­ter of any­body else.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								That is very true, madam.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Ser­vant, who whis­pers Mrs. Sea­l­and.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								The law­yers are come, and now we are to hear what they have re­solved as to the point wheth­er it’s ne­ces­sary that Sir Geof­fry should join in the set­tle­ment, as be­ing what they call in the re­mainder. But, good cous­in, you must have pa­tience with ’em. These law­yers, I am told, are of a dif­fer­ent kind; one is what they call a cham­ber coun­sel, the oth­er a plead­er. The con­vey­an­cer is slow, from an im­per­fec­tion in his speech, and there­fore shunned the bar, but ex­tremely pas­sion­ate and im­pa­tient of con­tra­dic­tion. The oth­er is as warm as he; but has a tongue so vol­uble, and a head so con­ceited, he will suf­fer nobody to speak but him­self.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								You mean old Ser­jeant Tar­get and Coun­sel­lor Bramble? I have heard of ’em.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								The same. Show in the gen­tle­men.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ser­vant, in­tro­du­cing Myrtle and Tom dis­guised as Bramble and Tar­get.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Gen­tle­men, this is the party con­cerned, Mr. Cim­ber­ton; and I hope you have con­sidered of the mat­ter.
						

						
								Tar­get
								Yes, madam, we have agreed that it must be by in­dent—dent—dent—dent—
						

						
								Bramble
								Yes, madam, Mr. Ser­jeant and my­self have agreed, as he is pleased to in­form you, that it must be an in­den­ture tri­part­ite,30 and tri­part­ite let it be, for Sir Geof­fry must needs be a party; old Cim­ber­ton, in the year 1619, says, in that an­cient roll in Mr. Ser­jeant’s hands, as re­course thereto be­ing had, will more at large ap­pear—
						

						
								Tar­get
								Yes, and by the deeds in your hands, it ap­pears that—
						

						
								Bramble
								Mr. Ser­jeant, I beg of you to make no in­fer­ences upon what is in our cus­tody; but speak to the titles in your own deeds. I shall not show that deed till my cli­ent is in town.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								You know best your own meth­ods.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								The single ques­tion is, wheth­er the en­tail is such that my cous­in, Sir Geof­fry, is ne­ces­sary in this af­fair?
						

						
								Bramble
								Yes, as to the lord­ship of Tre­t­riplet, but not as to the mes­suage of Grim­grib­ber.
						

						
								Tar­get
								I say that Gr—gr—that Gr—gr—Grim­grib­ber, Grim­grib­ber is in us; that is to say the re­mainder there­of, as well as that of Tr—tr—Triplet.
						

						
								Bramble
								You go upon the deed of Sir Ral­ph, made in the middle of the last cen­tury, pre­ced­ent to that in which old Cim­ber­ton made over the re­mainder, and made it pass to the heirs gen­er­al, by which your cli­ent comes in; and I ques­tion wheth­er the re­mainder even of Tre­t­riplet is in him—But we are will­ing to waive that, and give him a valu­able con­sid­er­a­tion. But we shall not pur­chase what is in us forever, as Grim­grib­ber is, at the rate, as we guard against the con­tin­gent of Mr. Cim­ber­ton hav­ing no son—Then we know Sir Geof­fry is the first of the col­lat­er­al male line in this fam­ily—yet—
						

						
								Tar­get
								Sir, Gr—gr—ber is—
						

						
								Bramble
								I ap­pre­hend you very well, and your ar­gu­ment might be of force, and we would be in­clined to hear that in all its parts—But, sir, I see very plainly what you are go­ing in­to. I tell you, it is as prob­able a con­tin­gent that Sir Geof­fry may die be­fore Mr. Cim­ber­ton, as that he may out­live him.
						

						
								Tar­get
								Sir, we are not ripe for that yet, but I must say—
						

						
								Bramble
								Sir, I al­low you the whole ex­tent of that ar­gu­ment; but that will go no farther than as to the claimants un­der old Cim­ber­ton. I am of opin­ion that, ac­cord­ing to the in­struc­tion of Sir Ral­ph, he could not dock the en­tail, and then cre­ate a new es­tate for the heirs gen­er­al.
						

						
								Tar­get
								Sir, I have not pa­tience to be told that, when Gr—gr—ber—
						

						
								Bramble
								I will al­low it you, Mr. Ser­jeant; but there must be the word heirs forever, to make such an es­tate as you pre­tend.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								I must be im­par­tial, though you are coun­sel for my side of the ques­tion. Were it not that you are so good as to al­low him what he has not said, I should think it very hard you should an­swer him without hear­ing him—But, gen­tle­men, I be­lieve you have both con­sidered this mat­ter, and are firm in your dif­fer­ent opin­ions. ’Twere bet­ter, there­fore, you pro­ceeded ac­cord­ing to the par­tic­u­lar sense of each of you, and gave your thoughts dis­tinctly in writ­ing. And do you see, sirs, pray let me have a copy of what you say in Eng­lish.
						

						
								Bramble
								Why, what is all we have been say­ing? In Eng­lish! Oh! but I for­get my­self, you’re a wit. But, how­ever, to please you, sir, you shall have it, in as plain terms as the law will ad­mit of.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								But I would have it, sir, without delay.
						

						
								Bramble
								That, sir, the law will not ad­mit of. The Courts are sit­ting at West­min­ster, and I am this mo­ment ob­liged to be at every one of them, and ’twould be wrong if I should not be in the hall to at­tend one of ’em at least; the rest would take it ill else. There­fore, I must leave what I have said to Mr. Ser­jeant’s con­sid­er­a­tion, and I will di­gest his ar­gu­ments on my part, and you shall hear from me again, sir.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Bramble.
							
						

						
								Tar­get
								Agreed, agreed.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Mr. Bramble is very quick; he par­ted a little ab­ruptly.
						

						
								Tar­get
								He could not bear my ar­gu­ment; I pinched him to the quick about that Gr—gr—ber.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								I saw that, for he durst not so much as hear you. I shall send to you, Mr. Ser­jeant, as soon as Sir Geof­fry comes to town, and then I hope all may be ad­jus­ted.
						

						
								Tar­get
								I shall be at my cham­bers, at my usu­al hours.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Madam, if you please, I’ll now at­tend you to the tea table, where I shall hear from your lady­ship reas­on and good sense, after all this law and gib­ber­ish.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								’Tis a won­der­ful thing, sir, that men of pro­fes­sions do not study to talk the sub­stance of what they have to say in the lan­guage of the rest of the world. Sure, they’d find their ac­count in it.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								They might, per­haps, madam, with people of your good sense; but with the gen­er­al­ity ’twould nev­er do. The vul­gar would have no re­spect for truth and know­ledge, if they were ex­posed to na­ked view.
						

						
								
								
								
									
										Truth is too simple, of all art be­reaved:
										

										Since the world will—why let it be de­ceived.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				Scene I. Bevil Jr.’s Lodgings.31

				
					
						
								
								
								Bevil Jr., with a let­ter in his hand; fol­lowed by Tom.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Upon my life, sir, I know noth­ing of the mat­ter. I nev­er opened my lips to Mr. Myrtle about any­thing of your hon­our’s let­ter to Madam Lucinda.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								What’s the fool in such a fright for? I don’t sup­pose you did. What I would know is, wheth­er Mr. Myrtle shows any sus­pi­cion, or asked you any ques­tions, to lead you to say cas­u­ally that you had car­ried any such let­ter for me this morn­ing.
						

						
								Tom
								Why, sir, if he did ask me any ques­tions, how could I help it?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I don’t say you could, oaf! I am not ques­tion­ing you, but him. What did he say to you?
						

						
								Tom
								Why, sir, when I came to his cham­bers, to be dressed for the law­yer’s part your hon­our was pleased to put me upon, he asked me if I had been at Mr. Sea­l­and’s this morn­ing? So I told him, sir, I of­ten went thith­er—be­cause, sir, if I had not said that he might have thought there was some­thing more in my go­ing now than at an­oth­er time.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Very well!—The fel­low’s cau­tion, I find, has giv­en him this jeal­ousy. Aside.—Did he ask you no oth­er ques­tions?
						

						
								Tom
								Yes, sir; now I re­mem­ber, as we came away in the hack­ney coach from Mr. Sea­l­and’s, Tom, says he, as I came in to your mas­ter this morn­ing, he bade you go for an an­swer to a let­ter he had sent. Pray did you bring him any? says he. Ah! says I, sir, your hon­our is pleased to joke with me; you have a mind to know wheth­er I can keep a secret or no?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								And so, by show­ing him you could, you told him you had one?
						

						
								Tom
								Sir—Con­fused.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								What mean ac­tions does jeal­ousy make a man stoop to! How poorly has he used art with a ser­vant to make him be­tray his mas­ter!—Well! and when did he give you this let­ter for me?
						

						
								Tom
								Sir, he writ it be­fore he pulled off his law­yer’s gown, at his own cham­bers.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Very well; and what did he say when you brought him my an­swer to it?
						

						
								Tom
								He looked a little out of hu­mour, sir, and said it was very well.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I knew he would be grave upon’t; wait without.
						

						
								Tom
								Hum! ’gad, I don’t like this; I am afraid we are all in the wrong box here.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Tom.
							
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I put on a serenity while my fel­low was present; but I have nev­er been more thor­oughly dis­turbed. This hot man! to write me a chal­lenge, on sup­posed ar­ti­fi­cial deal­ing, when I pro­fessed my­self his friend! I can live con­ten­ted without glory; but I can­not suf­fer shame. What’s to be done? But first let me con­sider Lucinda’s let­ter again. Reads.
						

						
								
								
								
									“Sir,

									“I hope it is con­sist­ent with the laws a wo­man ought to im­pose upon her­self, to ac­know­ledge that your man­ner of de­clin­ing a treaty of mar­riage in our fam­ily, and de­sir­ing the re­fus­al may come from me, has some­thing more en­ga­ging in it than the court­ship of him who, I fear, will fall to my lot, ex­cept your friend ex­erts him­self for our com­mon safety and hap­pi­ness. I have reas­ons for de­sir­ing Mr. Myrtle may not know of this let­ter till here­after, and am your most ob­liged humble ser­vant,

									
										“Lucinda Sea­l­and.”

									
								

							
						

						
								
								Well, but the post­script—Reads.
						

						
								
								
								
									
										“I won’t, upon second thoughts, hide any­thing from you. But my reas­on for con­ceal­ing this is, that Mr. Myrtle has a jeal­ousy in his tem­per which gives me some ter­rors; but my es­teem for him in­clines me to hope that only an ill ef­fect which some­times ac­com­pan­ies a tender love, and what may be cured by a care­ful and un­blame­able con­duct.”

									
								

							
						

						
								
								Thus has this lady made me her friend and con­fid­ent, and put her­self, in a kind, un­der my pro­tec­tion. I can­not tell him im­me­di­ately the pur­port of her let­ter, ex­cept I could cure him of the vi­ol­ent and un­tract­able pas­sion of jeal­ousy, and so serve him, and her, by dis­obey­ing her, in the art­icle of secrecy, more than I should by com­ply­ing with her dir­ec­tions.—But then this du­elling, which cus­tom has im­posed upon every man who would live with repu­ta­tion and hon­our in the world—how must I pre­serve my­self from im­puta­tions there? He’ll, for­sooth, call it or think it fear, if I ex­plain without fight­ing.—But his let­ter—I’ll read it again—
						

						
								
								
								
									“Sir,

									“You have used me basely in cor­res­pond­ing and car­ry­ing on a treaty where you told me you were in­dif­fer­ent. I have changed my sword since I saw you; which ad­vert­ise­ment I thought prop­er to send you against the next meet­ing between you and the in­jured

									
										“Charles Myrtle.”

									
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tom.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Mr. Myrtle, sir. Would your hon­our please to see him?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Why, you stu­pid creature! Let Mr. Myrtle wait at my lodgings! Show him up.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Tom.
							
						

						
								
								Well! I am re­solved upon my car­riage to him. He is in love, and in every cir­cum­stance of life a little dis­trust­ful, which I must al­low for—but here he is.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tom, in­tro­du­cing Myrtle.
							
						

						
								
								Sir, I am ex­tremely ob­liged to you for this hon­our.—To Tom. But, sir, you, with your very dis­cern­ing face, leave the room.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Tom.
							
						

						
								
								—Well, Mr. Myrtle, your com­mands with me?
						

						
								Myrtle
								The time, the place, our long ac­quaint­ance, and many oth­er cir­cum­stances which af­fect me on this oc­ca­sion, ob­lige me, without farther ce­re­mony or con­fer­ence, to de­sire you would not only, as you already have, ac­know­ledge the re­ceipt of my let­ter, but also com­ply with the re­quest in it. I must have farther no­tice taken of my mes­sage than these half lines—“I have yours,” “I shall be at home.”
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Sir, I own I have re­ceived a let­ter from you in a very un­usu­al style; but as I design everything in this mat­ter shall be your own ac­tion, your own seek­ing, I shall un­der­stand noth­ing but what you are pleased to con­firm face to face, and I have already for­got the con­tents of your epistle.
						

						
								Myrtle
								This cool man­ner is very agree­able to the ab­use you have already made of my sim­pli­city and frank­ness; and I see your mod­er­a­tion tends to your own ad­vant­age and not mine—to your own safety, not con­sid­er­a­tion of your friend.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								My own safety, Mr. Myrtle?
						

						
								Myrtle
								Your own safety, Mr. Bevil.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Look you, Mr. Myrtle, there’s no dis­guising that I un­der­stand what you would be at; but, sir, you know I have of­ten dared to dis­ap­prove of the de­cisions a tyr­ant cus­tom has in­tro­duced, to the breach of all laws, both di­vine and hu­man.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Mr. Bevil, Mr. Bevil, it would be a good first prin­ciple, in those who have so tender a con­science that way, to have as much ab­hor­rence of do­ing in­jur­ies, as—
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								As what?
						

						
								Myrtle
								As fear of an­swer­ing for ’em.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								As fear of an­swer­ing for ’em! But that ap­pre­hen­sion is just or blame­able ac­cord­ing to the ob­ject of that fear. I have of­ten told you, in con­fid­ence of heart, I ab­horred the dar­ing to of­fend the Au­thor of life, and rush­ing in­to his pres­ence—I say, by the very same act, to com­mit the crime against Him, and im­me­di­ately to urge on to His tribunal.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Mr. Bevil, I must tell you, this cool­ness, this grav­ity, this show of con­science, shall nev­er cheat me of my mis­tress. You have, in­deed, the best ex­cuse for life, the hopes of pos­sess­ing Lucinda. But con­sider, sir, I have as much reas­on to be weary of it, if I am to lose her; and my first at­tempt to re­cov­er her shall be to let her see the daunt­less man who is to be her guard­i­an and pro­tect­or.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Sir, show me but the least glimpse of ar­gu­ment, that I am au­thor­ised, by my own hand, to vin­dic­ate any law­less in­sult of this nature, and I will show thee—to chas­tise thee hardly de­serves the name of cour­age—slight, in­con­sid­er­ate man!—There is, Mr. Myrtle, no such ter­ror in quick an­ger; and you shall, you know not why, be cool, as you have, you know not why, been warm.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Is the wo­man one loves so little an oc­ca­sion of an­ger? You per­haps, who know not what it is to love, who have your ready, your com­mo­di­ous, your for­eign trinket, for your loose hours; and from your for­tune, your spe­cious out­ward car­riage, and oth­er lucky cir­cum­stances, as easy a way to the pos­ses­sion of a wo­man of hon­our; you know noth­ing of what it is to be alarmed, to be dis­trac­ted with anxi­ety and ter­ror of los­ing more than life. Your mar­riage, happy man, goes on like com­mon busi­ness, and in the in­ter­im you have your ram­bling cap­tive, your In­di­an prin­cess, for your soft mo­ments of dal­li­ance, your con­veni­ent, your ready In­di­ana.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								You have touched me bey­ond the pa­tience of a man; and I’m ex­cus­able, in the guard of in­no­cence (or from the in­firm­ity of hu­man nature, which can bear no more), to ac­cept your in­vit­a­tion, and ob­serve your let­ter—Sir, I’ll at­tend you.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tom.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Did you call, sir? I thought you did; I heard you speak aloud.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Yes; go call a coach.
						

						
								Tom
								Sir—mas­ter—Mr. Myrtle—friends—gen­tle­men—what d’ye mean? I am but a ser­vant, or—
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Call a coach.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Tom.
							
						

						
								
								—A long pause, walk­ing sul­lenly by each oth­er.—Aside. Shall I (though pro­voked to the ut­ter­most) re­cov­er my­self at the en­trance of a third per­son, and that my ser­vant too, and not have re­spect enough to all I have ever been re­ceiv­ing from in­fancy, the ob­lig­a­tion to the best of fath­ers, to an un­happy vir­gin too, whose life de­pends on mine? Shut­ting the door.—To Myrtle. I have, thank Heav­en, had time to re­col­lect my­self, and shall not, for fear of what such a rash man as you think of me, keep longer un­ex­plained the false ap­pear­ances un­der which your in­firm­ity of tem­per makes you suf­fer; when per­haps too much re­gard to a false point of hon­our makes me pro­long that suf­fer­ing.
						

						
								Myrtle
								I am sure Mr. Bevil can­not doubt but I had rather have sat­is­fac­tion from his in­no­cence than his sword.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Why, then, would you ask it first that way?
						

						
								Myrtle
								Con­sider, you kept your tem­per your­self no longer than till I spoke to the dis­ad­vant­age of her you loved.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								True; but let me tell you, I have saved you from the most ex­quis­ite dis­tress, even though you had suc­ceeded in the dis­pute. I know you so well, that I am sure to have found this let­ter about a man you had killed would have been worse than death to your­self—Read it.—Aside. When he is thor­oughly mor­ti­fied, and shame has got the bet­ter of jeal­ousy, when he has seen him­self throughly, he will de­serve to be as­sisted to­wards ob­tain­ing Lucinda.
						

						
								Myrtle
								With what a su­peri­or­ity has he turned the in­jury on me, as the ag­gressor? I be­gin to fear I have been too far trans­por­ted—A treaty in our fam­ily! is not that say­ing too much? I shall re­lapse.—But I find (on the post­script) some­thing like jeal­ousy. With what face can I see my be­ne­fact­or, my ad­voc­ate, whom I have treated like a be­tray­er? Aside.—Oh! Bevil, with what words shall I—
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								There needs none; to con­vince is much more than to con­quer.
						

						
								Myrtle
								But can you—
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								You have o’er­paid the in­quiet­ude you gave me, in the change I see in you to­wards me. Alas! what ma­chines are we! thy face is altered to that of an­oth­er man; to that of my com­pan­ion, my friend.
						

						
								Myrtle
								That I could be such a pre­cip­it­ant wretch!
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Pray, no more.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Let me re­flect how many friends have died, by the hands of friends, for want of tem­per; and you must give me leave to say again, and again, how much I am be­hold­en to that su­per­i­or spir­it you have sub­dued me with. What had be­come of one of us, or per­haps both, had you been as weak as I was, and as in­cap­able of reas­on?
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I con­grat­u­late to us both the es­cape from ourselves, and hope the memory of it will make us dear­er friends than ever.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Dear Bevil, your friendly con­duct has con­vinced me that there is noth­ing manly but what is con­duc­ted by reas­on, and agree­able to the prac­tice of vir­tue and justice. And yet how many have been sac­ri­ficed to that idol, the un­reas­on­able opin­ion of men! Nay, they are so ri­dicu­lous in it, that they of­ten use their swords against each oth­er with dis­sembled an­ger and real fear.
						

						
								
								
								
									
										Be­trayed by hon­our, and com­pelled by shame,
										

										They haz­ard be­ing, to pre­serve a name:
										

										Nor dare in­quire in­to the dread mis­take,
										

										Till plunged in sad etern­ity they wake.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene II. St. James’s Park.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir John Bevil and Mr. Sea­l­and.
							
						

						
								John Bevil
								Give me leave, how­ever, Mr. Sea­l­and, as we are upon a treaty for unit­ing our fam­il­ies, to men­tion only the busi­ness of an an­cient house. Gene­a­logy and des­cent are to be of some con­sid­er­a­tion in an af­fair of this sort.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Gene­a­logy and des­cent! Sir, there has been in our fam­ily a very large one. There was Gal­frid the fath­er of Ed­ward, the fath­er of Pto­lomey, the fath­er of Crassus, the fath­er of Earl Richard, the fath­er of Henry the Mar­quis, the fath­er of Duke John.
						

						
								John Bevil
								What, do you rave, Mr. Sea­l­and? all these great names in your fam­ily?
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								These? yes, sir. I have heard my fath­er name ’em all, and more.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Ay, sir? and did he say they were all in your fam­ily?
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Yes, sir, he kept ’em all. He was the greatest cock­er32 in Eng­land. He said Duke John won him many battles, and nev­er lost one.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Oh, sir, your ser­vant! you are laugh­ing at my lay­ing any stress upon des­cent; but I must tell you, sir, I nev­er knew any­one but he that wanted that ad­vant­age turn it in­to ri­dicule.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								And I nev­er knew any­one who had many bet­ter ad­vant­ages put that in­to his ac­count.—But, Sir John, value your­self as you please upon your an­cient house, I am to talk freely of everything you are pleased to put in­to your bill of rates on this oc­ca­sion; yet, sir, I have made no ob­jec­tions to your son’s fam­ily. ’Tis his mor­als that I doubt.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Sir, I can’t help say­ing, that what might in­jure a cit­izen’s cred­it may be no stain to a gen­tle­man’s hon­our.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Sir John, the hon­our of a gen­tle­man is li­able to be tain­ted by as small a mat­ter as the cred­it of a trader. We are talk­ing of a mar­riage, and in such a case, the fath­er of a young wo­man will not think it an ad­di­tion to the hon­our or cred­it of her lov­er that he is a keep­er—
						

						
								John Bevil
								Mr. Sea­l­and, don’t take upon you to spoil my son’s mar­riage with any wo­man else.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Sir John, let him ap­ply to any wo­man else, and have as many mis­tresses as he pleases.
						

						
								John Bevil
								My son, sir, is a dis­creet and sober gen­tle­man.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Sir, I nev­er saw a man that wenched soberly and dis­creetly, that ever left it off; the de­cency ob­served in the prac­tice hides, even from the sin­ner, the iniquity of it. They pur­sue it, not that their ap­pet­ites hurry ’em away, but, I war­rant you, be­cause ’tis their opin­ion they may do it.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Were what you sus­pect a truth—do you design to keep your daugh­ter a vir­gin till you find a man un­blem­ished that way?
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Sir, as much a cit as you take me for, I know the town and the world; and give me leave to say, that we mer­chants are a spe­cies of gentry that have grown in­to the world this last cen­tury, and are as hon­our­able, and al­most as use­ful, as you landed folks, that have al­ways thought yourselves so much above us; for your trad­ing, for­sooth, is ex­ten­ded no farther than a load of hay or a fat ox. You are pleas­ant people, in­deed, be­cause you are gen­er­ally bred up to be lazy; there­fore, I war­rant you, in­dustry is dis­hon­our­able.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Be not of­fen­ded, sir; let us go back to our point.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Oh! not at all of­fen­ded; but I don’t love to leave any part of the ac­count un­closed. Look you, Sir John, com­par­is­ons are odi­ous, and more par­tic­u­larly so on oc­ca­sions of this kind, when we are pro­ject­ing races that are to be made out of both sides of the com­par­is­ons.
						

						
								John Bevil
								But, my son, sir, is, in the eye of the world, a gen­tle­man of mer­it.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								I own to you, I think him so.—But, Sir John, I am a man ex­er­cised and ex­per­i­enced in chances and dis­asters. I lost, in my earli­er years, a very fine wife, and with her a poor little in­fant. This makes me, per­haps, over cau­tious to pre­serve the second bounty of provid­ence to me, and be as care­ful as I can of this child. You’ll par­don me, my poor girl, sir, is as valu­able to me as your boas­ted son to you.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Why, that’s one very good reas­on, Mr. Sea­l­and, why I wish my son had her.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								There is noth­ing but this strange lady here, this in­cog­nita, that can be ob­jec­ted to him. Here and there a man falls in love with an art­ful creature, and gives up all the motives of life to that one pas­sion.
						

						
								John Bevil
								A man of my son’s un­der­stand­ing can­not be sup­posed to be one of them.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Very wise men have been so en­slaved; and, when a man mar­ries with one of them upon his hands, wheth­er moved from the de­mand of the world or slight­er reas­ons, such a hus­band soils with his wife for a month per­haps—then good be w’ye, madam, the show’s over—Ah! John Dry­den points out such a hus­band to a hair, where he says—
						

						
								
								
								
									
										“And while abroad so prod­ig­al the dolt is,
										

										Poor spouse at home as ragged as a colt is.”
									

								

							
						

						
								
								Now, in plain terms, sir, I shall not care to have my poor girl turned a-graz­ing, and that must be the case when—
						

						
								John Bevil
								But pray con­sider, sir, my son—
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Look you, sir, I’ll make the mat­ter short. This un­known lady, as I told you, is all the ob­jec­tion I have to him; but, one way or oth­er, he is, or has been, cer­tainly en­gaged to her. I am there­fore re­solved, this very af­ter­noon, to vis­it her. Now from her be­ha­viour, or ap­pear­ance, I shall soon be let in­to what I may fear or hope for.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Sir, I am very con­fid­ent there can be noth­ing in­quired in­to re­lat­ing to my son, that will not, upon be­ing un­der­stood, turn to his ad­vant­age.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								I hope that as sin­cerely as you be­lieve it.—Sir John Bevil, when I am sat­is­fied, in this great point, if your son’s con­duct an­swers the char­ac­ter you give him, I shall wish your al­li­ance more than that of any gen­tle­man in Great Bri­tain; and so your ser­vant.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								John Bevil
								He is gone in a way but barely civil; but his great wealth, and the mer­it of his only child, the heir­ess of it, are not to be lost for a little peev­ish­ness.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Humphry.
							
						

						
								
								Oh! Humphry, you are come in a sea­son­able minute. I want to talk to thee, and to tell thee that my head and heart are on the rack about my son.
						

						
								Humphry
								Sir, you may trust his dis­cre­tion; I am sure you may.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Why, I do be­lieve I may, and yet I’m in a thou­sand fears when I lay this vast wealth be­fore me; when I con­sider his pre­pos­ses­sions, either gen­er­ous to a folly, in an hon­our­able love, or aban­doned, past re­demp­tion, in a vi­cious one; and, from the one or the oth­er, his in­sens­ib­il­ity to the fairest pro­spect to­wards doub­ling our es­tate: a fath­er, who knows how use­ful wealth is, and how ne­ces­sary, even to those who des­pise it—I say a fath­er, Humphry, a fath­er can­not bear it.
						

						
								Humphry
								Be not trans­por­ted, sir; you will grow in­cap­able of tak­ing any res­ol­u­tion in your per­plex­ity.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Yet, as angry as I am with him, I would not have him sur­prised in any­thing. This mer­cant­ile rough man may go grossly in­to the ex­am­in­a­tion of this mat­ter, and talk to the gen­tle­wo­man so as to—
						

						
								Humphry
								No, I hope, not in an ab­rupt man­ner.
						

						
								John Bevil
								No, I hope not! Why, dost thou know any­thing of her, or of him, or of any­thing of it, or all of it?
						

						
								Humphry
								My dear mas­ter, I know so much that I told him this very day you had reas­on to be secretly out of hu­mour about her.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Did you go so far? Well, what said he to that?
						

						
								Humphry
								His words were, look­ing upon me stead­fastly: “Humphry,” says he, “that wo­man is a wo­man of hon­our.”
						

						
								John Bevil
								How! Do you think he is mar­ried to her, or designs to marry her?
						

						
								Humphry
								I can say noth­ing to the lat­ter; but he says he can marry no one without your con­sent while you are liv­ing.
						

						
								John Bevil
								If he said so much, I know he scorns to break his word with me.
						

						
								Humphry
								I am sure of that.
						

						
								John Bevil
								You are sure of that—well! that’s some com­fort. Then I have noth­ing to do but to see the bot­tom of this mat­ter dur­ing this present ruffle—Oh, Humphry—
						

						
								Humphry
								You are not ill, I hope, sir.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Yes, a man is very ill that’s in a very ill-hu­mour. To be a fath­er is to be in care for one whom you of­ten­er dis­ob­lige than please by that very care—Oh! that sons could know the duty to a fath­er be­fore they them­selves are fath­ers—But, per­haps, you’ll say now that I am one of the hap­pi­est fath­ers in the world; but, I as­sure you, that of the very hap­pi­est is not a con­di­tion to be en­vied.
						

						
								Humphry
								Sir, your pain arises, not from the thing it­self, but your par­tic­u­lar sense of it. You are over­fond, nay, give me leave to say, you are un­justly ap­pre­hens­ive from your fond­ness. My mas­ter Bevil nev­er dis­ob­liged you, and he will, I know he will, do everything you ought to ex­pect.
						

						
								John Bevil
								He won’t take all this money with this girl—For ought I know, he will, for­sooth, have so much mod­er­a­tion as to think he ought not to force his lik­ing for any con­sid­er­a­tion.
						

						
								Humphry
								He is to marry her, not you; he is to live with her, not you, sir.
						

						
								John Bevil
								I know not what to think. But, I know, noth­ing can be more miser­able than to be in this doubt—Fol­low me; I must come to some res­ol­u­tion.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene III. Bevil Jr.’s Lodgings.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Tom and Phil­lis.
							
						

						
								Tom
								Well, madam, if you must speak with Mr. Myrtle, you shall; he is now with my mas­ter in the lib­rary.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								But you must leave me alone with him, for he can’t make me a present, nor I so hand­somely take any­thing from him be­fore you; it would not be de­cent.
						

						
								Tom
								It will be very de­cent, in­deed, for me to re­tire, and leave my mis­tress with an­oth­er man.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								He is a gen­tle­man, and will treat one prop­erly.
						

						
								Tom
								I be­lieve so; but, how­ever, I won’t be far off, and there­fore will ven­ture to trust you. I’ll call him to you.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Tom.
							
						

						
								Phil­lis
								What a deal of poth­er and sput­ter here is between my mis­tress and Mr. Myrtle from mere punc­tilio! I could, any hour of the day, get her to her lov­er, and would do it—but she, for­sooth, will al­low no plot to get him; but, if he can come to her, I know she would be glad of it. I must, there­fore, do her an ac­cept­able vi­ol­ence, and sur­prise her in­to his arms. I am sure I go by the best rule ima­gin­able. If she were my maid, I should think her the best ser­vant in the world for do­ing so by me.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Myrtle and Tom.
							
						

						
								
								Oh sir! You and Mr. Bevil are fine gen­tle­men to let a lady re­main un­der such dif­fi­culties as my poor mis­tress, and no at­tempt to set her at liberty, or re­lease her from the danger of be­ing in­stantly mar­ried to Cim­ber­ton.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Tom has been telling—But what is to be done?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								What is to be done—when a man can’t come at his mis­tress! Why, can’t you fire our house, or the next house to us, to make us run out, and you take us?
						

						
								Myrtle
								How, Mrs. Phil­lis?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Ay; let me see that rogue deny to fire a house, make a ri­ot, or any oth­er little thing, when there were no oth­er way to come at me.
						

						
								Tom
								I am ob­liged to you, madam.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Why, don’t we hear every day of people’s hanging them­selves for love, and won’t they ven­ture the haz­ard of be­ing hanged for love? Oh! were I a man—
						

						
								Myrtle
								What manly thing would you have me un­der­take, ac­cord­ing to your lady­ship’s no­tion of a man?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Only be at once what, one time or oth­er, you may be, and wish to be, or must be.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Dear girl, talk plainly to me, and con­sider I, in my con­di­tion, can’t be in very good hu­mour—you say, to be at once what I must be.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Ay, ay; I mean no more than to be an old man; I saw you do it very well at the mas­quer­ade. In a word, old Sir Geof­fry Cim­ber­ton is every hour ex­pec­ted in town, to join in the deeds and set­tle­ments for mar­ry­ing Mr. Cim­ber­ton. He is half blind, half lame, half deaf, half dumb; though, as to his pas­sions and de­sires, he is as warm and ri­dicu­lous as when in the heat of youth.
						

						
								Tom
								Come to the busi­ness, and don’t keep the gen­tle­man in sus­pense for the pleas­ure of be­ing cour­ted, as you serve me.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I saw you at the mas­quer­ade act such a one to per­fec­tion. Go, and put on that very habit, and come to our house as Sir Geof­fry. There is not one there but my­self knows his per­son; I was born in the par­ish where he is Lord of the Man­or. I have seen him of­ten and of­ten at church in the coun­try. Do not hes­it­ate, but come hith­er; they will think you bring a cer­tain se­cur­ity against Mr. Myrtle, and you bring Mr. Myrtle. Leave the rest to me; I leave this with you, and ex­pect—They don’t, I told you, know you; they think you out of town, which you had as good be forever, if you lose this op­por­tun­ity—I must be gone; I know I am wanted at home.
						

						
								Myrtle
								My dear Phil­lis! Catches and kisses her, and gives her money.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								O fie! my kisses are not my own; you have com­mit­ted vi­ol­ence; but I’ll carry ’em to the right own­er. Tom kisses her.—Come, see me down­stairs, To Tom. and leave the lov­er to think of his last game for the prize.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Tom and Phil­lis.
							
						

						
								Myrtle
								I think I will in­stantly at­tempt this wild ex­pedi­ent. The ex­tra­vag­ance of it will make me less sus­pec­ted, and it will give me op­por­tun­ity to as­sert my own right to Lucinda, without whom I can­not live. But I am so mor­ti­fied at this con­duct of mine to­wards poor Bevil. He must think meanly of me—I know not how to re­as­sume my­self, and be in spir­it enough for such an ad­ven­ture as this; yet I must at­tempt it, if it be only to be near Lucinda un­der her present per­plex­it­ies; and sure—
						

						
								
								
								
									
										The next de­light to trans­port, with the fair,
										

										Is to re­lieve her in her hours of care.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				Scene I. Sea­l­and’s House.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Phil­lis, with lights, be­fore Myrtle, dis­guised like old Sir Geof­fry; sup­por­ted by Mrs. Sea­l­and, Lucinda, and Cim­ber­ton.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Now I have seen you thus far, Sir Geof­fry, will you ex­cuse me a mo­ment while I give my ne­ces­sary or­ders for your ac­com­mod­a­tion?
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mrs. Sea­l­and.
							
						

						
								Myrtle
								I have not seen you, cous­in Cim­ber­ton, since you were ten years old; and as it is in­cum­bent on you to keep up our name and fam­ily, I shall, upon very reas­on­able terms, join with you in a set­tle­ment to that pur­pose. Though I must tell you, cous­in, this is the first mer­chant that has mar­ried in­to our house.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Deuce on ’em! am I a mer­chant be­cause my fath­er is? Aside.
						

						
								Myrtle
								But is he dir­ectly a trader at this time?
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								There’s no hid­ing the dis­grace, sir; he trades to all parts of the world.
						

						
								Myrtle
								We nev­er had one of our fam­ily be­fore who des­cen­ded from per­sons that did any­thing.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Sir, since it is a girl that they have, I am, for the hon­our of my fam­ily, will­ing to take it in again, and to sink her in­to our name, and no harm done.
						

						
								Myrtle
								’Tis prudently and gen­er­ously re­solved—Is this the young thing?
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Yes, sir.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Good madam, don’t be out of hu­mour, but let them run to the ut­most of their ex­tra­vag­ance.—Hear them out. To Lucinda.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Can’t I see her near­er? My eyes are but weak.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Be­side, I am sure the uncle has some­thing worth your no­tice. I’ll take care to get off the young one, and leave you to ob­serve what may be wrought out of the old one for your good. To Lucinda.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Madam, this old gen­tle­man, your great uncle, de­sires to be in­tro­duced to you, and to see you near­er!—Ap­proach, sir.
						

						
								Myrtle
								By your leave, young lady. Puts on spec­tacles.—Cous­in Cim­ber­ton! She has ex­actly that sort of neck and bos­om for which my sis­ter Ger­trude was so much ad­mired in the year sixty-one, be­fore the French dresses first dis­covered any­thing in wo­men be­low the chin.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Aside. What a very odd situ­ation am I in! though I can­not but be di­ver­ted at the ex­tra­vag­ance of their hu­mours, equally un­suit­able to their age—Chin, quotha—I don’t be­lieve my pas­sion­ate lov­er there knows wheth­er I have one or not. Ha! ha!
						

						
								Myrtle
								Madam, I would not will­ingly of­fend, but I have a bet­ter glass. Pulls out a large one.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Phil­lis.
							
						

						
								Phil­lis
								To Cim­ber­ton. Sir, my lady de­sires to show the apart­ment to you that she in­tends for Sir Geof­fry.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Well, sir! by that time you will have suf­fi­ciently gazed and sunned your­self in the beau­ties of my spouse there.—I will wait on you again.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Cim­ber­ton and Phil­lis.
							
						

						
								Myrtle
								Were it not, madam, that I might be trouble­some, there is some­thing of im­port­ance, though we are alone, which I would say more safe from be­ing heard.
						

						
								Lucinda
								There is some­thing in this old fel­low, me­thinks, that raises my curi­os­ity. Aside.
						

						
								Myrtle
								To be free, madam, I as heart­ily con­temn this kins­man of mine as you do, and am sorry to see so much beauty and mer­it de­voted by your par­ents to so in­sens­ible a pos­sessor.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Sur­pris­ing!—I hope, then, sir, you will not con­trib­ute to the wrong you are so gen­er­ous as to pity, whatever may be the in­terest of your fam­ily.
						

						
								Myrtle
								This hand of mine shall nev­er be em­ployed to sign any­thing against your good and hap­pi­ness.
						

						
								Lucinda
								I am sorry, sir, it is not in my power to make you prop­er ac­know­ledg­ments; but there is a gen­tle­man in the world whose grat­it­ude will, I am sure, be worthy of the fa­vour.
						

						
								Myrtle
								All the thanks I de­sire, madam, are in your power to give.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Name them and com­mand them.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Only, madam, that the first time you are alone with your lov­er, you will, with open arms, re­ceive him.
						

						
								Lucinda
								As will­ingly as his heart could wish it.
						

						
								Myrtle
								Thus, then, he claims your prom­ise. O Lucinda!
						

						
								Lucinda
								Oh! a cheat! a cheat! a cheat!
						

						
								Myrtle
								Hush! ’tis I, ’tis I, your lov­er, Myrtle him­self, madam.
						

						
								Lucinda
								O bless me! what a rash­ness and folly to sur­prise me so—But hush—my moth­er.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mrs. Sea­l­and, Cim­ber­ton, and Phil­lis.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								How now! what’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Lucinda
								O madam! as soon as you left the room my uncle fell in­to a sud­den fit, and—and—so I cried out for help to sup­port him and con­duct him to his cham­ber.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								That was kindly done! Alas! sir, how do you find your­self?
						

						
								Myrtle
								Nev­er was taken in so odd a way in my life—pray lead me! Oh! I was talk­ing here—(pray carry me)—to my cous­in Cim­ber­ton’s young lady.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Aside. My cous­in Cim­ber­ton’s young lady! How zeal­ous he is, even in his ex­tremity, for the match! A right Cim­ber­ton. Cim­ber­ton and Lucinda lead him, as one in pain.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								Pox! Uncle, you will pull my ear off.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Pray, uncle! you will squeeze me to death.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								No mat­ter, no mat­ter—he knows not what he does.—Come, sir, shall I help you out?
						

						
								Myrtle
								By no means! I’ll trouble nobody but my young cous­ins here. They lead him off.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								But pray, madam, does your lady­ship in­tend that Mr. Cim­ber­ton shall really marry my young mis­tress at last? I don’t think he likes her.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								That’s not ma­ter­i­al! Men of his spec­u­la­tion are above de­sires—but be as it may. Now I have giv­en old Sir Geof­fry the trouble of com­ing up to sign and seal, with what coun­ten­ance can I be off?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								As well as with twenty oth­ers, madam. It is the glory and hon­our of a great for­tune to live in con­tinu­al treat­ies, and still to break off: it looks great, madam.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								True, Phil­lis—yet to re­turn our blood again in­to the Cim­ber­tons is an hon­our not to be re­jec­ted—But were not you say­ing that Sir John Bevil’s creature, Humphry, has been with Mr. Sea­l­and?
						

						
								Phil­lis
								Yes, madam; I over­heard them agree that Mr. Sea­l­and should go him­self and vis­it this un­known lady that Mr. Bevil is so great with; and if he found noth­ing there to fright him, that Mr. Bevil should still marry my young mis­tress.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								How! nay, then, he shall find she is my daugh­ter as well as his. I’ll fol­low him this in­stant, and take the whole fam­ily along with me. The dis­puted power of dis­pos­ing of my own daugh­ter shall be at an end this very night. I’ll live no longer in anxi­ety for a little hussy that hurts my ap­pear­ance wherever I carry her: and for whose sake I seem to be at all re­garded, and that in the best of my days.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								In­deed, madam, if she were mar­ried, your lady­ship might very well be taken for Mr. Sea­l­and’s daugh­ter.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Nay, when the chit has not been with me, I have heard the men say as much. I’ll no longer cut off the greatest pleas­ure of a wo­man’s life (the shin­ing in as­sem­blies) by her for­ward an­ti­cip­a­tion of the re­spect that’s due to her su­per­i­or. She shall down to Cim­ber­ton-Hall—she shall—she shall.
						

						
								Phil­lis
								I hope, madam, I shall stay with your lady­ship.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Thou shalt, Phil­lis, and I’ll place thee then more about me—But or­der chairs im­me­di­ately; I’ll be gone this minute.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene II. Char­ing Cross.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mr. Sea­l­and and Humphry.
							
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								I am very glad, Mr. Humphry, that you agree with me that it is for our com­mon good I should look thor­oughly in­to this mat­ter.
						

						
								Humphry
								I am, in­deed, of that opin­ion; for there is no ar­ti­fice, noth­ing con­cealed, in our fam­ily, which ought in justice to be known. I need not de­sire you, sir, to treat the lady with care and re­spect.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Mas­ter Humphry, I shall not be rude, though I design to be a little ab­rupt, and come in­to the mat­ter at once, to see how she will bear upon a sur­prise.
						

						
								Humphry
								That’s the door, sir; I wish you suc­cess.—While Humphry speaks, Sea­l­and con­sults his table book.—I am less con­cerned what hap­pens there, be­cause I hear Mr. Myrtle is well lodged as old Sir Geof­fry; so I am will­ing to let this gen­tle­man em­ploy him­self here, to give them time at home; for I am sure ’tis ne­ces­sary for the quiet of our fam­ily Lucinda were dis­posed of out of it, since Mr. Bevil’s in­clin­a­tion is so much oth­er­wise en­gaged.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								I think this is the door. Knocks. I’ll carry this mat­ter with an air of au­thor­ity, to in­quire, though I make an er­rand, to be­gin dis­course. Knocks again, and enter a foot-boy. So young man! is your lady with­in?
						

						
								Boy
								Alack, sir! I am but a coun­try boy—I dant know wheth­er she is or noa; but an you’ll stay a bit, I’ll goa and ask the gen­tle­wo­man that’s with her.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Why, sir­rah, though you are a coun­try boy, you can see, can’t you? You know wheth­er she is at home, when you see her, don’t you?
						

						
								Boy
								Nay, nay, I’m not such a coun­try lad neither, mas­ter, to think she’s at home be­cause I see her. I have been in town but a month, and I lost one place already for be­liev­ing my own eyes.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Why, sir­rah! have you learnt to lie already?
						

						
								Boy
								Ah, mas­ter! things that are lies in the coun­try are not lies at Lon­don. I be­gin to know my busi­ness a little bet­ter than so—But an you please to walk in, I’ll call a gen­tle­wo­man to you that can tell you for cer­tain—she can make bold to ask my lady her­self.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Oh! then, she is with­in, I find, though you dare not say so.
						

						
								Boy
								Nay, nay! that’s neither here nor there: what’s mat­ter wheth­er she is with­in or no, if she has not a mind to see any­body?
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								I can’t tell, sir­rah, wheth­er you are arch or simple; but, how­ever, get me a dir­ect an­swer, and here’s a shil­ling for you.
						

						
								Boy
								Will you please to walk in; I’ll see what I can do for you.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								I see you will be fit for your busi­ness in time, child; but I ex­pect to meet with noth­ing but ex­traordin­ar­ies in such a house.
						

						
								Boy
								Such a house! Sir, you han’t seen it yet. Pray walk in.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Sir, I’ll wait upon you.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene III. In­di­ana’s House.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Isa­bella.
							
						

						
								Isa­bella
								What anxi­ety do I feel for this poor creature! What will be the end of her? Such a lan­guish­ing un­re­served pas­sion for a man that at last must cer­tainly leave or ru­in her! and per­haps both! Then the ag­grav­a­tion of the dis­tress is, that she does not be­lieve he will—not but, I must own, if they are both what they would seem, they are made for one an­oth­er, as much as Adam and Eve were, for there is no oth­er of their kind but them­selves.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Boy.
							
						

						
								
								So, Daniel! what news with you?
						

						
								Boy
								Madam, there’s a gen­tle­man be­low would speak with my lady.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Sir­rah! don’t you know Mr. Bevil yet?
						

						
								Boy
								Madam, ’tis not the gen­tle­man who comes every day, and asks for you, and won’t go in till he knows wheth­er you are with her or no.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Ha! that’s a par­tic­u­lar I did not know be­fore. Well! be it who it will, let him come up to me.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Boy; and re-enters with Mr. Sea­l­and; Isa­bella looks amazed.
							
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Madam, I can’t blame your be­ing a little sur­prised to see a per­fect stranger make a vis­it, and—
						

						
								Isa­bella
								I am in­deed sur­prised!—I see he does not know me. Aside.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								You are very pret­tily lodged here, madam; in troth you seem to have everything in plenty—A thou­sand a year, I war­rant you, upon this pretty nest of rooms, and the dainty one with­in them. Aside, and look­ing about.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Apart. Twenty years, it seems, have less ef­fect in the al­ter­a­tion of a man of thirty than of a girl of four­teen—he’s al­most still the same; but alas! I find, by oth­er men, as well as him­self, I am not what I was. As soon as he spoke, I was con­vinced ’twas he; how shall I con­tain my sur­prise and sat­is­fac­tion! He must not know me yet.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Madam, I hope I don’t give you any dis­turb­ance; but there is a young lady here with whom I have a par­tic­u­lar busi­ness to dis­course, and I hope she will ad­mit me to that fa­vour.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Why, sir, have you had any no­tice con­cern­ing her? I won­der who could give it you.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								That, madam, is fit only to be com­mu­nic­ated to her­self.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Well, sir! you shall see her.—Aside. I find he knows noth­ing yet, nor shall from me. I am re­solved I will ob­serve this in­ter­lude, this sport of nature and of for­tune.—You shall see her presently, sir; for now I am as a moth­er, and will trust her with you.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								As a moth­er! right; that’s the old phrase for one of those com­mode ladies, who lend out beauty for hire to young gen­tle­men that have press­ing oc­ca­sions. But here comes the pre­cious lady her­self. In troth a very sightly wo­man—
						

						
								
								
								Enter In­di­ana.
							
						

						
								In­di­ana
								I am told, sir, you have some af­fair that re­quires your speak­ing with me.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Yes, madam, there came to my hands a bill drawn by Mr. Bevil, which is pay­able to­mor­row; and he, in the in­ter­course of busi­ness, sent it to me, who have cash of his, and de­sired me to send a ser­vant with it; but I have made bold to bring you the money my­self.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Sir! was that ne­ces­sary?
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								No, madam; but to be free with you, the fame of your beauty, and the re­gard which Mr. Bevil is a little too well known to have for you, ex­cited my curi­os­ity.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Too well known to have for me! Your sober ap­pear­ance, sir, which my friend de­scribed, made me ex­pect no rude­ness, or ab­surdity, at least—Who’s there?—Sir, if you pay the money to a ser­vant, ’twill be as well.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Pray, madam, be not of­fen­ded; I came hith­er on an in­no­cent, nay, a vir­tu­ous design; and, if you will have pa­tience to hear me, it may be as use­ful to you, as you are in a friend­ship with Mr. Bevil, as to my only daugh­ter, whom I was this day dis­pos­ing of.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								You make me hope, sir, I have mis­taken you. I am com­posed again; be free, say on—Aside.—what I am afraid to hear.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								I feared, in­deed, an un­war­ran­ted pas­sion here, but I did not think it was in ab­use of so worthy an ob­ject, so ac­com­plished a lady as your sense and mien be­speak; but the youth of our age care not what mer­it and vir­tue they bring to shame, so they grat­i­fy—
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Sir, you are go­ing in­to very great er­rors; but as you are pleased to say you see some­thing in me that has changed at least the col­our of your sus­pi­cions, so has your ap­pear­ance altered mine, and made me earn­estly at­tent­ive to what has any way con­cerned you to in­quire in­to my af­fairs and char­ac­ter.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								How sens­ibly, with what an air she talks!
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Good sir, be seated, and tell me ten­derly; keep all your sus­pi­cions con­cern­ing me alive, that you may in a prop­er and pre­pared way ac­quaint me why the care of your daugh­ter ob­liges a per­son of your seem­ing worth and for­tune to be thus in­quis­it­ive about a wretched, help­less, friend­less—Weep­ing. But I beg your par­don; though I am an orphan, your child is not; and your con­cern for her, it seems, has brought you hith­er.—I’ll be com­posed; pray go on, sir.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								How could Mr. Bevil be such a mon­ster, to in­jure such a wo­man?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								No, sir, you wrong him; he has not in­jured me. My sup­port is from his bounty.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Bounty! when glut­tons give high prices for del­ic­ates, they are prodi­gious boun­ti­ful.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Still, still you will per­sist in that er­ror. But my own fears tell me all. You are the gen­tle­man, I sup­pose, for whose happy daugh­ter he is de­signed a hus­band by his good fath­er, and he has, per­haps, con­sen­ted to the over­ture. He was here this morn­ing, dressed bey­ond his usu­al plain­ness—nay, most sump­tu­ously—and he is to be, per­haps, this night a bride­groom.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								I own he was in­ten­ded such; but, madam, on your ac­count, I have de­term­ined to de­fer my daugh­ter’s mar­riage till I am sat­is­fied from your own mouth of what nature are the ob­lig­a­tions you are un­der to him.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								His ac­tions, sir; his eyes have only made me think he de­signed to make me the part­ner of his heart. The good­ness and gen­tle­ness of his de­mean­our made me mis­in­ter­pret all. ’Twas my own hope, my own pas­sion, that de­luded me; he nev­er made one amor­ous ad­vance to me. His large heart, and be­stow­ing hand, have only helped the miser­able; nor know I why, but from his mere de­light in vir­tue, that I have been his care and the ob­ject on which to in­dulge and please him­self with pour­ing fa­vours.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Madam, I know not why it is, but I, as well as you, am me­thinks afraid of en­ter­ing in­to the mat­ter I came about; but ’tis the same thing as if we had talked nev­er so dis­tinctly—he ne’er shall have a daugh­ter of mine.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								If you say this from what you think of me, you wrong your­self and him. Let not me, miser­able though I may be, do in­jury to my be­ne­fact­or. No, sir, my treat­ment ought rather to re­con­cile you to his vir­tues. If to be­stow without a pro­spect of re­turn; if to de­light in sup­port­ing what might, per­haps, be thought an ob­ject of de­sire, with no oth­er view than to be her guard against those who would not be so dis­in­ter­ested; if these ac­tions, sir, can in a care­ful par­ent’s eye com­mend him to a daugh­ter, give yours, sir, give her to my hon­est, gen­er­ous Bevil. What have I to do but sigh, and weep, and rave, run wild, a lun­at­ic in chains, or, hid in dark­ness, mut­ter in dis­trac­ted starts and broken ac­cents my strange, strange story!
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Take com­fort, madam.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								All my com­fort must be to ex­pos­tu­late in mad­ness, to re­lieve with frenzy my des­pair, and shriek­ing to de­mand of fate why—why was I born to such vari­ety of sor­rows.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								If I have been the least oc­ca­sion—
						

						
								In­di­ana
								No, ’twas Heav­en’s high will I should be such; to be plundered in my cradle! tossed on the seas! and even there an in­fant cap­tive! to lose my moth­er, hear but of my fath­er! to be ad­op­ted! lose my ad­op­ter! then plunged again in­to worse calam­it­ies!
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								An in­fant cap­tive!
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Yet then, to find the most charm­ing of man­kind, once more to set me free from what I thought the last dis­tress, to load me with his ser­vices, his boun­ties, and his fa­vours; to sup­port my very life in a way that stole, at the same time, my very soul it­self from me.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								And has young Bevil been this worthy man?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Yet then, again, this very man to take an­oth­er! without leav­ing me the right, the pre­tence of eas­ing my fond heart with tears! For, oh! I can’t re­proach him, though the same hand that raised me to this height now throws me down the pre­cip­ice.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Dear lady! Oh, yet one mo­ment’s pa­tience: my heart grows full with your af­flic­tion.—But yet there’s some­thing in your story that—
						

						
								In­di­ana
								My por­tion here is bit­ter­ness and sor­row.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Do not think so. Pray an­swer me: does Bevil know your name and fam­ily?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Alas! too well! Oh, could I be any oth­er thing than what I am—I’ll tear away all traces of my former self, my little or­na­ments, the re­mains of my first state, the hints of what I ought to have been—
						

						
								
								
								In her dis­order she throws away a brace­let, which Sea­l­and takes up, and looks earn­estly on it.
							
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Ha! what’s this? My eyes are not de­ceived! It is, it is the same! the very brace­let which I be­queathed to my wife at our last mourn­ful part­ing.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								What said you, sir? Your wife? Whith­er does my fancy carry me? What means this un­felt mo­tion at my heart? And yet, again my for­tune but de­ludes me; for if I err not, sir, your name is Sea­l­and; but my lost fath­er’s name was—
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Dan­vers; was it not?
						

						
								In­di­ana
								What new amazement? That is, in­deed, my fam­ily.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Know, then, when my mis­for­tunes drove me to the In­dies, for reas­ons too te­di­ous now to men­tion, I changed my name of Dan­vers in­to Sea­l­and.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Isa­bella.
							
						

						
								Isa­bella
								If yet there wants an ex­plan­a­tion of your won­der, ex­am­ine well this face (yours, sir, I well re­mem­ber), gaze on and read in me your sis­ter, Isa­bella.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								My sis­ter!
						

						
								Isa­bella
								But here’s a claim more tender yet—your In­di­ana, sir, your long-lost daugh­ter.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Oh, my child! my child!
						

						
								In­di­ana
								All gra­cious Heav­en! is it pos­sible! do I em­brace my fath­er?
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								And I do hold thee.—These pas­sions are too strong for ut­ter­ance. Rise, rise, my child, and give my tears their way.—Oh, my sis­ter! Em­bra­cing her.
						

						
								Isa­bella
								Now, dearest niece, my ground­less fears, my pain­ful cares no more shall vex thee. If I have wronged thy noble lov­er with too much sus­pi­cion, my just con­cern for thee, I hope, will plead my par­don.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Oh! make him, then, the full amends, and be your­self the mes­sen­ger of joy. Fly this in­stant! tell him all these won­drous turns of Provid­ence in his fa­vour! Tell him I have now a daugh­ter to be­stow which he no longer will de­cline; that this day he still shall be a bride­groom; nor shall a for­tune, the mer­it which his fath­er seeks, be want­ing. Tell him the re­ward of all his vir­tues waits on his ac­cept­ance.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Isa­bella.
							
						

						
								
								My dearest In­di­ana! Turns and em­braces her.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Have I, then, at last, a fath­er’s sanc­tion on my love? His bounteous hand to give, and make my heart a present worthy of Bevil’s gen­er­os­ity?
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Oh, my child! how are our sor­rows past o’er­paid by such a meet­ing! Though I have lost so many years of soft pa­ternal dal­li­ance with thee, yet, in one day to find thee thus, and thus be­stow thee, in such per­fect hap­pi­ness, is ample, ample re­par­a­tion!—And yet, again, the mer­it of thy lov­er—
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Oh! had I spir­its left to tell you of his ac­tions! how strongly fi­li­al duty has sup­pressed his love; and how con­ceal­ment still has doubled all his ob­lig­a­tions; the pride, the joy of his al­li­ance, sir, would warm your heart, as he has conquered mine.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								How laud­able is love when born of vir­tue! I burn to em­brace him—
						

						
								In­di­ana
								See, sir, my aunt already has suc­ceeded, and brought him to your wishes.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Isa­bella, with Sir John Bevil, Bevil Jr., Mrs. Sea­l­and, Cim­ber­ton, Myrtle, and Lucinda.
							
						

						
								John Bevil
								En­ter­ing. Where, where’s this scene of won­der? Mr. Sea­l­and, I con­grat­u­late, on this oc­ca­sion, our mu­tu­al hap­pi­ness—Your good sis­ter, sir, has, with the story of your daugh­ter’s for­tune, filled us with sur­prise and joy. Now all ex­cep­tions are re­moved; my son has now avowed his love, and turned all former jeal­ousies and doubts to ap­prob­a­tion; and, I am told, your good­ness has con­sen­ted to re­ward him.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								If, sir, a for­tune equal to his fath­er’s hopes can make this ob­ject worthy his ac­cept­ance.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								I hear your men­tion, sir, of for­tune, with pleas­ure only as it may prove the means to re­con­cile the best of fath­ers to my love. Let him be provid­ent, but let me be happy.—My ever-destined, my ac­know­ledged wife! Em­bra­cing In­di­ana.
						

						
								In­di­ana
								Wife! Oh, my ever loved! My lord! my mas­ter!
						

						
								John Bevil
								I con­grat­u­late my­self, as well as you, that I had a son who could, un­der such dis­ad­vant­ages, dis­cov­er your great mer­it.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Oh, Sir John! how vain, how weak is hu­man prudence! What care, what foresight, what ima­gin­a­tion could con­trive such blest events, to make our chil­dren happy, as Provid­ence in one short hour has laid be­fore us?
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								To Mrs. Sea­l­and. I am afraid, madam, Mr. Sea­l­and is a little too busy for our af­fair. If you please, we’ll take an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Let us have pa­tience, sir.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								But we make Sir Geof­fry wait, madam.
						

						
								Myrtle
								O, sir, I am not in haste.
						

						
								
								
								Dur­ing this, Bevil Jr., presents Lucinda to In­di­ana.
							
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								But here! here’s our gen­er­al be­ne­fact­or! Ex­cel­lent young man, that could be at once a lov­er to her beauty and a par­ent to her vir­tue.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								If you think that an ob­lig­a­tion, sir, give me leave to over­pay my­self, in the only in­stance that can now add to my fe­li­city, by beg­ging you to be­stow this lady on Mr. Myrtle.
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								She is his without re­serve; I beg he may be sent for. Mr. Cim­ber­ton, not­with­stand­ing you nev­er had my con­sent, yet there is, since I last saw you, an­oth­er ob­jec­tion to your mar­riage with my daugh­ter.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								I hope, sir, your lady has con­cealed noth­ing from me?
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								Troth, sir, noth­ing but what was con­cealed from my­self—an­oth­er daugh­ter, who has an un­doubted title to half my es­tate.
						

						
								Cim­ber­ton
								How, Mr. Sea­l­and? Why, then, if half Mrs. Lucinda’s for­tune is gone, you can’t say that any of my es­tate is settled upon her. I was in treaty for the whole; but if that is not to be come at, to be sure there can be no bar­gain. Sir, I have noth­ing to do but take my leave of your good lady, my cous­in, and beg par­don for the trouble I have giv­en this old gen­tle­man.
						

						
								Myrtle
								That you have, Mr. Cim­ber­ton, with all my heart. Dis­cov­ers him­self.
						

						
								All
								Mr. Myrtle!
						

						
								Myrtle
								And I beg par­don of the whole com­pany that I as­sumed the per­son of Sir Geof­fry, only to be present at the danger of this lady be­ing dis­posed of, and in her ut­most ex­i­gence to as­sert my right to her; which, if her par­ents will rat­i­fy, as they once fa­voured my pre­ten­sions, no abate­ment of for­tune shall lessen her value to me.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Gen­er­ous man!
						

						
								Mr. Sea­l­and
								If, sir, you can over­look the in­jury of be­ing in treaty with one who has meanly left her, as you have gen­er­ously as­ser­ted your right in her, she is yours.
						

						
								Lucinda
								Mr. Myrtle, though you have ever had my heart, yet now I find I love you more, be­cause I bring you less.
						

						
								Myrtle
								We have much more than we want; and I am glad any event has con­trib­uted to the dis­cov­ery of our real in­clin­a­tions to each oth­er.
						

						
								Mrs. Sea­l­and
								Well! how­ever, I’m glad the girl’s dis­posed of, any­way. Aside.
						

						
								Bevil Jr.
								Myrtle, no longer rivals now, but broth­ers!
						

						
								Myrtle
								Dear Bevil, you are born to tri­umph over me! but now our com­pet­i­tion ceases; I re­joice in the pree­m­in­ence of your vir­tue, and your al­li­ance adds charms to Lucinda.
						

						
								John Bevil
								Now, ladies and gen­tle­men, you have set the world a fair ex­ample: your hap­pi­ness is ow­ing to your con­stancy and mer­it; and the sev­er­al dif­fi­culties you have struggled with evid­ently show—
						

						
								
								
								
									
										Whate’er the gen­er­ous mind it­self denies,
										

										The secret care of Provid­ence sup­plies.
									

								

							
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Epilogue

				By Mr. Welsted.

				In­ten­ded to be spoken by In­di­ana.

			
			
				Our au­thor, whom en­treat­ies can­not move,
				

				Spite of the dear coquetry that you love,
				

				Swears he’ll not frus­trate (so he plainly means)
				

				By a loose Epi­logue, his de­cent scenes.
				

				Is it not, sirs, hard fate I meet today,
				

				To keep me ri­gid still bey­ond the play?
				

				And yet I’m saved a world of pains that way.
				

				I now can look, I now can move at ease,
				

				Nor need I tor­ture these poor limbs to please;
				

				Nor with the hand or foot at­tempt sur­prise,
				

				Nor wrest my fea­tures, nor fa­tigue my eyes:
				

				Bless me! what freak­ish gam­bols have I played!
				

				What mo­tions tried, and wan­ton looks be­trayed!
				

				Out of pure kind­ness all! to over­rule
				

				The threatened hiss, and screen some scrib­bling fool.
				

				With more re­spect I’m en­ter­tained to­night:
				

				Our au­thor thinks I can with ease de­light.
				

				My art­less looks while mod­est graces arm,
				

				He says, I need but to ap­pear, and charm.
				

				A wife so formed, by these ex­amples bred,
				

				Pours joy and glad­ness round the mar­riage bed;
				

				Soft source of com­fort, kind re­lief from care,
				

				And ’tis her least per­fec­tion to be fair.
				

				The nymph with In­di­ana’s worth who vies,
				

				A na­tion will be­hold with Bevil’s eyes.
			

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. The ori­gin­al MS. of this Pre­face is among the pa­pers at Blen­heim, where there are also some rough notes for a Pre­face, e.g., “The fourth act was the busi­ness of the play. The case of du­elling. I have fought, nor shall I ever fight again. … Ad­dis­on told me I had a fac­ulty of draw­ing tears. … Be that as it will, I shall en­deav­our to do what I can to pro­mote noble things, which I will do as well as I can.”

			2. “The stu­pid and diabol­ic­al cus­tom of du­elling” (MS. erased).

			3. The Hon. Bri­gadier-Gen­er­al Charles Churchill, who lived with Mrs. Old­field after Mayn­war­ing’s death (Eger­ton’s Mem­oirs of Mrs. Anne Old­field, 1731, pp. 67, 121).

			4. “To en­quire what should not which does please.” (MS.)

			5. Car­bon­elli, a vi­ol­in­ist, who had then not long been in Eng­land, had a be­ne­fit in 1722 at Drury Lane Theatre. He pub­lished twelve so­los, ded­ic­ated to the Duke of Rut­land. Af­ter­wards he be­came a wine-mer­chant.

			6. “Played ad­mir­ably well.” (MS.)

			7. “Some great crit­ics.” (MS.)

			8. Wags in the news­pa­pers of the day poin­ted out that these words might be read as mean­ing that Steele was sur­prised at find­ing to be true any­thing that Cib­ber said.

			9. “The im­it­a­tion of Pamphilus.” (MS.)

			10. “By him.” (MS.)

			11. The kind of nar­rat­ive which is presen­ted on the stage ought to be marked by gaiety of dia­logue, di­versity of char­ac­ter, ser­i­ous­ness, ten­der­ness, hope, fear, sus­pi­cion, de­sire, pity, vari­ety of events, changes of for­tune, un­ex­pec­ted dis­aster, sud­den joy, and a happy end­ing.

			12. Le­onard Welsted, a protégé of Steele’s, wrote also the Epi­logue. He was a clerk in the of­fice of one of the Sec­ret­ar­ies of State, and wrote a play and vari­ous poems, some of which were ad­dressed to Steele. Pope gave him a place in The Dunciad, and Swift at­tacked him in his “On Po­etry: A Rhaps­ody.”

			13. Pinketh­man.

			14. The ref­er­ence is to Bartho­lomew Fair, which was held in Smith­field.

			15. Here and through­out this dia­logue Steele closely fol­lows the con­ver­sa­tion of Simo and So­sia in Ter­ence’s An­dria, Act I scene i.

			16. This and the two fol­low­ing speeches by Sir John Bevil are bor­rowed from Ter­ence.

			17. In the old Roy­al Palace at West­min­ster, the House of Lords was formed out of the an­cient Court of Re­quests, and the old Painted Cham­ber sep­ar­ated the Lords from the Com­mons. Steele has de­scribed (Spec­tat­or, No. 88) how ser­vants, wait­ing for their mas­ters at an ale­house at West­min­ster, de­bated upon pub­lic af­fairs, ad­dress­ing each oth­er by their em­ploy­ers’ names.

			18. At the ridotto there was mu­sic, fol­lowed by dan­cing, the com­pany passing, when the mu­sic was over, from the pit to the stage. Bur­ney says that this Itali­an en­ter­tain­ment was first in­tro­duced in­to Eng­land in 1722, the year in which Steele pro­duced The Con­scious Lov­ers.

			19. Bels­ize House was the fore­run­ner of Ranelagh and Vaux­hall. There were gar­dens, in which re­fresh­ments could be ob­tained, and hunt­ing, races, etc., were provided to amuse the vis­it­ors, for whose pro­tec­tion twelve stout men, well armed, patrolled the road to Lon­don. A po­et­ic­al satire, Bels­ize House, ap­peared in 1722, the year of this play. In the same year un­law­ful gam­ing at Bels­ize was for­bid­den (Park’s Hamp­stead, 246–9).

			20. Among the Blen­heim pa­pers is a frag­ment, in Steele’s writ­ing, of a dia­logue between two ser­vants, Par­meno and Py­thi­as—names taken, no doubt, from Ter­ence’s Eu­nuchus. The pair dis­cuss the charm of the soft mo­ments of ser­vants in love, free from their usu­al re­straints. Why should any man usurp more than his share of the at­mo­sphere? The whole art of a serving-man is “to be here and there, and every­where, un­heard and un­seen till you are wanted, and nev­er ab­sent when you are. This gives our mas­ters and mis­tresses the free room and scope to do and act as they please—they are to make all the bustle, all the show—we are like con­veni­ent demons or ap­par­i­tions about ’em, nev­er to take up space or fill the air nor be heard of or seen but when com­manded.” Py­thi­as re­marks how much she learns from Par­meno’s con­ver­sa­tion, and pro­duces a little col­la­tion from the last night’s sup­per which she has pre­pared for him. Par­meno eats the eggs, gorges, sings a song, and says kind things between whiles to Py­thi­as.

			21. Leer, throw glances.

			22. See Griselda, here.

			23. In the “Vis­ion of Mirza” (Spec­tat­or, No. 159), Ad­dis­on pic­tured the Happy Is­lands which were the abode of good men after death. “Does life ap­pear miser­able, that gives thee op­por­tun­it­ies of earn­ing such a re­ward?”

			24. In Ter­ence, Gly­ceri­um comes to Athens with Chrys­is, a cour­tes­an, her sup­posed sis­ter, and Pamphilus makes her ac­quaint­ance at Chrys­is’s house.

			25. This char­ac­ter has no pro­to­type in Ter­ence’s An­dria.

			26. These two op­er­as, by G. B. Bonon­cini, were pro­duced in 1722, with words by Rolli. In Griselda, Ana­stas­ia Robin­son took the part of the heroine, and it is said that she thus com­pleted her con­quest of the Earl of Pe­ter­bor­ough, who mar­ried her many years later.

			27. See Car­bon­elli, here.

			28. There is noth­ing in Ter­ence’s An­dria to cor­res­pond to the in­cid­ents in this act; and through­out the re­mainder of the play there is no re­semb­lance ex­cept the gen­er­al idea of the story.

			29. Steele had already de­scribed this scene in the Guard­i­an for June 20, 1713:—“I happened the oth­er day to pass by a gen­tle­man’s house, and saw the most flip­pant scene of low love that I have ever ob­served. The maid was rub­bing the win­dows with­in side of the house, and her humble ser­vant the foot­man, was so happy a man as to be em­ployed in clean­ing the same glass on the side to­wards the street. The wench began with the greatest sever­ity of as­pect ima­gin­able, and breath­ing on the glass, fol­lowed it with a dry cloth; her op­pos­ite ob­served her, and fetch­ing a deep sigh, as if it were his last, with a very dis­con­sol­ate air did the same on his side of the win­dow. He still worked on and lan­guished, un­til at last his fair one smiled, but covered her­self, and spread­ing the nap­kin in her hand, con­cealed her­self from her ad­mirer, while he took pains, as it were, to work through all that in­ter­cep­ted their meet­ing. This pretty con­test held for four or five large panes of glass, un­til at last the wag­gery was turned in­to an hu­mor­ous way of breath­ing in each oth­er’s faces, and catch­ing the im­pres­sion. The gay creatures were thus lov­ing and pleas­ing their ima­gin­a­tions with their near­ness and dis­tance, un­til the win­dows were so trans­par­ent that the beauty of the fe­male made the manser­vant im­pa­tient of be­hold­ing it, and the whole house be­sides be­ing abroad, he ran in, and they romped out of my sight.”

			30. Steele’s mon­et­ary troubles made him per­son­ally fa­mil­i­ar about the time he wrote this play with in­den­tures tri­part­ite, quad­rupartite, and oth­er­wise (See Life of Steele, 1889, II., 291, 299, etc.).

			31. This scene is, of course, en­tirely ori­gin­al.

			32. Pat­ron of cock­fight­ing.
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